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A secret shared. 

A promise kept. 

A heart opened. 

Trust is the shiny ^ewel glistening 
brightly m the rock of friendship. 

Then, like any rock, it can be a powerful tool. 

A blunt object that can be hammered against your allies’ 
unsuspecting, trusting skulls, against a monolithic church 
and warring noble houses, against all that stands between 
you and ultimate power as leader of the universe. 

Trust is indeed a shiny jewel. 
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TODAY! 
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* Award-winning series with nomerous Cable Ace Awards and Emmy nominations 
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with Sandkings, the premier episode of the new Outer Limits series absolutely risk 
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stars Beau and Lloyd Bridges. Plus, we’ll send you a FREE OUTER LIMITS Library 
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The Galaxy Being ABSOLUTELY FREE! The Galaxy Being is the premier episode of 
the original 1960s Outer Limits scries. This collectible video is a must for all science 
fiction fans - and it’s yours FREE! 
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you can cancel at any time. 



VISIT THE OUTER LIMITS WEB SITE 
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ORDER TODAY! 



Call toll-free 1-800’946'5995 to order by credit card 

Or, mail to: THE OUTER LIMITS, 100 Fusion Way, Dept. 381-C, 
Country Club Hills, IL 60478 
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OUTER LIMITS series for only $4.95 plus $3.95 shipping and 
handling. I’ll receive a FREE OUTER LIMITS Library Case and if I 
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METHOD OF PAYMENT: 
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residents add applicable sales tax. 

O Charge this and future video purchases to my 
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The invasion begins early '97 



The planet New Haven was supposed to be a paradis'5, •- 
an idyllic, peaceful new home for colonist^from Old Earth. 

But that was before the wars broke out, before the provinces turned on one another., 
and before the aliens arrived... 
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Editorial 



Science Fiction, sci-fi and SF 
needn’t fight a intergalactic war. 






Y ou WOULDN’T HATE ME IF I TOLD 
you that I loved both chocolate 
and vanilla ice creani, would you? 
No, after five years I know you bet- 
ter than that, you wouldn’t, I’m 
sure of it. So why is it tliat I’m made nervous 
at the thought of asking you a simiUm (juestion 
with a slightly different twist? I’ll pose it now 
a bit trepidatiously to all the science fiction 
fans out there (wait a moment while I lake a 
deep breath to calm myself down) — 

Will you still love me if I tell you (hat 1 also 
love sci-fi? 

There. I said it! 

Some of you may be shaking your heads and 
saying, “It’s the same thing, isn’t it?” Others of 
you, who have done your time in tlie genre’s 
trenches, will be nodding instead, knowing full 
well the interfamilial conflicts which occa- 
sionally arise witliin this field of ours. 

I’ve been dunking about this quite a bit since 
I took over the editorial reins of a second Sov- 
ereign Media magazine. Six months ago, I 
began editing Sci-Fi EntetiainmetU, die offi- 
cial magazine of the Sci-Fi Channel, in addi- 
tional to my work here on our flagship tide Sci- 
ence Fiction Age. Sci-Fi Entertainment, for 
those of you who may not have yet had the 
good fortune to see an issue, concerns itself 
almost entirely with the mass media aspects 
of science fiction, devoting itself primaiily to 
movies and television, as opposed to our pages 
here, where our concerns t^e a more literary 
bent (though with a constandy roving eye for 
the other, more visual aspects of the genre). 
I’ve been having a ball wearing that different 
hat, gathering behind-the-scenes info on the 
hot new movies and television shows, and diat 
has me woiried. 

What worries me may surprise you. Because 
what worries me is that 1 am not worried about 
it Let me tiy to clarify that conundnuu for you. 

I have been going to conventions since 1970, 
with my first World SF Convention in 1974. So 
I’ve had many years to watch the way things 
work in the world of science fict ion fandom. 
One of the first things I learned was that, diere 
is not but one fandom, but many. Every con- 
vention has many smaller unacknowledged 
conventions going on inside of them. If you 
look closely here, and peek over my shoulder, 
you can see them. 

First, take a look over here — you’ll see the 
fans who love only the written word, who go 
to attend panels discussing the intricacies of 
plot and story, to buy and sell old books and 
magazines, and to talk about their favorite 
authors. Then, over there, there jme the film 



fans, who lock themselves in the movie rooms 
and spend the convention in the diuk, watch- 
ing (he best, (and often the worst., which can 
sometimes be even better) that, television and 
the cinema can provide. The gamers bring 
along their cards and dice and painted pewter 
figiuines, trying their best to live the cheams. 
Then there are tire comic book fans, the cos- 
tumers, tire would-be writers, and tire myriad 
otlrer subsocieties of science fiction. 

If you look closely, you’ll see ( hat though 
they occupy the same hotel and convention 
space, they don’t seem to talk together too 
much. These hidden worlds epjoy a peaceful 
coexistence, but they don’t seem to cross over 
too often. 

Fans of tire written word often clainr tlrat the 
media fans aren’t serious enough. Fans of 
movies and television sometimes t hink the 
print fans take themselves far loo seriously. 
They eye each other suspiciously, sure that 
theirs is the only true science fiction. 

And here I anr, with a foot in each camp, 
unruffled and serene, straddling a great divide. 
And why anr I lurworried and unafraid? 

Because I’m hoping to change that. 

Here’s my guil^ secret — 

I like reading the best prose SF from oui' 
finest writers, and I even try to publish some of 
it here in these p^es. But I also like watching 
Babylon 5. And I like playing computer games 
aird cruising tire Internet as well. What does 
tlrat make me? I’d like to think well-rounded, 
though some nright call it indecisive. But 
what’s wrong with wanting the best of every- 
thing? Nothing. I think there are others just like 
me out there. 

Tire thing to remember is that there’s good 
and bad in SF, but also within each of our 
subgenres. And sometimes the bad seems to 
oveiwhelm the good, at least to outsiders. 

Which means that print fans are upset that 
movie buffs would choose a bad movie over a 
good book. Aird film nravens are bothered that 
novel lovers would read a bad novel instead of 
seeing a great movie. It’s time for us all to 
broarlen our horizons, and to skim the cream 
off the top of SF, wherever tlrat. may take us. 
That’s what Science Fiction Age and Sci-Fi 
Enlertai nmenl are all about Tlrat it is possible 
to be discriminating, and to love science fic- 
tion in all of its many incarnations, as long as 
it’s the best 

Tlrerc, I’ve said it. I’ve gotten it off nry chest, 
and I feel so much better now. I love science 
fiction, SF, sci-fi, spec fic, and skiffy, too. 

Now it’s your turn. □ 

Scott Edelman 
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Mr. Edelman; 

I found myself drawn to Charles Sheffield’s 
“Tlie Lady Vanishes" in your November issue. 
As you are well aware, science fiction stories 
using invisibility as a theme date back well 
over 100 years. To my knowledge, however, 
few such stories feature a woman as an invis- 
ible protagonist or antagonist. I er\joycd Mr, 
Sheffield’s interesting twist on this old sub- 
genre very much. 

As I read the story liowever, I found myself 
wondering about the type of energy source 
used to provide power for the numerous sili- 
con sensors, liquid crystal displays, and 
microprocessors embedded in Dr. Dober- 
man’s invisibility suit. Given Dr. Dobennan’s 
desire to baffle her employer’s seemity forces 
coupled with tire speed and movement limi- 
tations imposed by lier suit, she would need 
an ample supply of power or risk reajipeai- 
ing at an inopportime moment. 

Respectfully yours, 

Cai'l Thomas 

The author responds: 

There aw a number of issues in “The Lady 
Vanishes” where I thought I might getletlew, 
but oddly enough, energy considerations 
were not among them. 

I did not discuss the invisibility suit 
powe)- requirements, or how they were sat- 
isfied. However, the suit’s sensors requi re no 
power at all, since they just convert light 
energy to electrical signals. Also, today's 
microprocessors are vei'y miserly wilh 
energy (a laptop computer normally uses 
most of its battm'y ])ower d7'iving the disk). 
Thus, the main power requirement comes 
fwm the oystal displays. For that, the suit 
can use ordinary w-chargeable commewial 
batteries, perhaps worn in a belt awund the 
2 vaisl. Even if they weighed ten orjijteen 
pounds they should not seriously hinder the 
wearer, and they would be enough for a few 
houw of operation. 

Dear Editor: 

The most remarkable thing about the con- 
versation between Arlan Andrews and Geof- 
frey Landis in your November issue is its 
incredible iiTelevance to the concrete, daily 
reality of the overwhelming intyorily of the 
human race and tlie future we are facing. At 
least Landis has enough sensitivity to ask the 
question, “who makes the decisions?” But 
neither he nor Andrews are capable of even 
considering the far more basic question: 
WJiose interests do the decision-makers 
serve? Andrews’ myopic conservative liber- 
tarian universe is one where everyone comes 
from the same background privilege as he 



does (i.e.i that diity word, “class"), Even his 
aliens are Republicans whose univeise isn’t 
perturbed by race and gender discrimination, 
by the abuse of economic and political power 
of one pri\ileged class over mrother. Just get 
rid of the bogeyman “government” and every- 
thing will be just fine. The 100,000 Americans 
who get ii\jured or die on the job every year 
due to the negligence of tlieir employers will 
miraculously disappear. The jnoliferation of 
child labor and sweat shops in this increas- 
ingly deregulated economy will just vanish. 
People cait lake care of themselves, he says. 
Ah, but Mr. Andrews and Mr. Landis are both 
terrified of direct democracy, chai-acterizing it 
witli the veiy old imd unsophisticated rubric 
of “mob rule.” (It is also quite ahistorical, 
since director democracy has plenty of good 
historical legitimacy under the right condi- 
tions.) 

Tlie elitist disgust towards “the masses” is 
a commonplace within the SF community 
and belies the liyiiocrisy within the rhetoric of 
conservative liberiarianism. Andrews says 
“people can decide tilings for tliemselves” yet 
doesn’t want those decisions made by tlie 
riffraff. What he really wants is Aristotle’s 
philosopher-kings — decision-makers who 
are Arlan Andrews clones, defining tlie paia- 
nieteis of govenunent according to their priv- 
ileged little cocoon of a universe. 

I am a child of the demonized U.S. welfare 
system, a system that at its height was a pale, 
pathetic shadow of the weakest of European 
social welfare slates. My mother and I were 
saved from living on tlie streets when I was 
nine. We were recipients until I turned 21. My 
mother also worked, since this was in the 
’70s, when welfare recipients could earn a 
limited amount, of money without ( heir bene- 
fits being penalized. The assistance we 
received wjis never enough for us to survive, 
so she had to supplement it by working at a 
laundromat cveiy day. When (lie rules 
changed in the late '70s, disallowing any 
recipient to earn any money at all, my mother 
had to work under the table. We knew sev- 
eral families in (he same situation. 

The evil Democratic welfare state also 
allowed me to fulfill my dream; to go to col- 
lege. I am the only one in my working class 
family to have a college degree. I also 
acquired an M.A. because my department 
awarded me with a scholaiship, due to my 
achievements as an undergraduate. After 
working for almost three decades at a textile 
mill with poor lighting, no elevators, little air 
and no air conditioning, my mol her had to go 
on disability because of consUmt inhalation 
of felt dust from the draperies she had pleated 
wliile bent over an old sewing machine, sit- 



ting on a small wooden chair. Without the 
assistance of the comparatively puny U.S. 
welfare state, I would be where my young 
cousins are today — in their early ’20s or 
about to graduate from high school with few 
prospects of college assistance, and no 
prospects for a real job that provides decent 
benefits and a genuine future. The unem- 
ployment rate in my hometown is approxi- 
mately 25%, and far higher among young peo- 
ple. I hate to think of where my mother would 
be had it. not been for the feds. 

I am not writing to defend the Democratic 
party, a party I have come to despise, a par^ 
that bears no substantial difference from tlie 
Republicans in its support of coiporate wel- 
fare, I write to point out that people like me 
— and there are so many of us — do not exist 
in Arlan Andrews’ world. And bai ely in Geof- 
frey Landis’. Andrews’ historical ignorance 
aside, there will always be politics in our 
midst because human beings are by their verj' 
nature political animals. Politics is not just 
about “governing ourselves.” Politics has 
always been about competing interests; con- 
flict between tlie powerfcl and the powerless, 
and about the divisions within each. Some SF 
authors have looked at the world in a far 
more realistic, fundamental way than either 
of your conversants is capable of doing. But 
they are often drowned out by the irrelevant 
noise made by the ivory-tower (or ivory- 
spaceship) white boys living in a veiy tiny imi- 
verse indeed, one that excludes the majority 
of the human race. And then they wonder 
why the ignorant masses have no respect for 
science fiction, 

Siuidra H. Necchi 

Dear Editore: 

Every issue your Science Forum section 
has several authors and/or scientists dis- 
cussing lofty topics such as Faster-Than-Light 
Travel or the environment. I wonder if you 
could devote one Forum to something as 
mundane as urban congestion, traffic and 
transit. In this age of computers and space 
flight, I am increasingly struck by tlie contrast 
between conditions today and tliose futuris- 
tic visions of the ’50s, with their gleaming 
towers and ubiquitous monorails. 

Obviously, we haven’t arrived there yet. 
Wliy not, and how can we? 

Sincerely 

Les Leist 



Readers — please let us kno7u how me’re 
doing at: Letlew to the Editor, Science Fiction 
Age,-t{41 Carlisle Dr., Herndon, VA 20170, 
or e-mail to S.Edelmunl@Genie.Geis.Co7n. 
or 2 ise CompuSei've addwss: 102746,2004. 
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Arthur C. Clarke invites us on a thrilling journey 
in his masterwork^(}t?I- The Final Odyssey. 




ABOVE: Elizabeth 
Moon’s militai'y 
heroine Esmay 
Suiza continues in 
a long SF tradition. 
BELOW: The newest 
Odyssey is a fitting 
capstone for a 
gixmdmaster's 
career. 



A new novel by Arthur C. Clarke is always an 
event; he is, after all, one of the tiiily great SF 
writers of tliis centuiy, an author whose rep- 
utation stretches beyond tlie genre. His latest 
book is all the more noteworthy in that, for all practical 
purposes, it’s been nearly fifty years in the making. 

3001: The Final Odyssey (Del 
Key Books, $25.00, 272 pages, 
hardcover) is the third sequel to 
2001: A Space Odyssey, both the 
novel and the motion picture. In 
1948, Dr.Clarkewroteashort story, 

"Tlie Sentinel,” for submission to a 
fiction competition sponsored by 
the British Broadcasting Company. 

The story didn’t win tire contest, and 
the story wasn’t published until 1951, 
when it appeared in a one-shot pulp 
magazine titled 10 Story Fantasy, it 
was later included in Clai'ke’s 1953 
collection Expedition to Earth. 

Eleven years later, the film director 
Stanley Kubrick, Irot off the success 
of Dr. Stmngelove, approached Arthur- 



Clarke \vith the idea of making a science fiction film. Tire 
hvo men decided to loosely base the film, tentatively 
titled Journey Beyond The Stars, on “The Sentinel,” yet 
unlike most SF movies eitlier before or since, what even- 
tually became known as 2001 was a true collaboration: 
the film was made virtually without a screenplay, with 
Clarke and Kubrick shooting memos back and forth to 
one another. Wliile Kubrick made the movie, Clarke wrote 
the novel, often incorporating backstory material which 
didn’t appear onscreen. The result was a two-headed 
beast; while the filnr was the best SF movie ever made 
(and still is, in this reviewer’s humble opinion), tire novel 
stood on its own, explaining things which were only 
touched upon by the movie. 

Yet 2001 still left many unsettled questions. Fourteen 
years later. Dr. Clarke published asequel, 207 0.- Odyssey 
Tivo. Once again a film was made, although tlris time the 
movie’s director, Peter Hyams, was following Clarke’s 
lead. The 1983 film was respectable, albeit somewhat less 
spectacular, aird altliough several mysteries posed by the 
original book/movie were solved, it seemed as if even 
more were posed. It seemed as if Clarke wanted answers, 
too, because he resolved to write a third volume; this 
tinre, he would have the benefit of tire new infonnation 
about Jupiter that everyone in the space community 
anticipated from NASA’s upcoming Galileo space probe, 
due to be launched from a Space Shuttle in 1986. How- 
ever, when tlie Challenger disaster forced Galileo off the 
shuttle manifest and onto an unmanned rocket, Claike’s 
final volume of tlie 2001 trilogy was delayed as well. Mak- 
ing the best of a bad situation, he wrote 2061: Odyssey 
Three anyway. Tlie third novel advanced the plot a bit fur- 
ther, but didn’t really resolve anything; indeed, it felt less 
like the third leg of a trilogy than a temporary place- 
holder. 

In 1996, after a gineling odyssey of its own, Galileo 
finally reached Jupiter, where it successfully dropped an 
instrument package into its upper atmosphere, then went 
on to explore the planet’s dazzling moons. While JPL con- 
trollers (among them Galileo project 
engineer Gentry Lee, who had by 
now co-authored three sequels to 
Clarke’s Rendezvous With Rama) 
were toasting its success, Arthur 
Clarke canceled all appointments, 
stopped answering his mail, took 
the phone off the hook, and sat 
down to finish this short story- 
cum-movie-cu??i-duology-cum-tril- 
ogy-cu?n-saga once and for all. 

Now it’s 1997, and 3001: The 
Final Odyssey has finally been 
published. It’s well-worth the wait. 

The new novel begins with an 
unexpected return to the first 
one: the recovery of the frozen 
corpse of Frank Poole, the astro- 
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naut who was killed by the malfunctioning 
HAL 9000 computer during 2001. In the year 
3000, Poole’s body is foimd by a comet-miner 
near the orbit, of Neptune; he is rel.umed to 
cislunar space, where a millennium’s worth 
of medical science is able to effortlessly 
restore him to life. Poole is able to cope witli 
the fact that a thousand years have passed 
since his deatli; however, he’s less capable of 
assimilating all the changes, both social and 
technological, which have occurred in his 
long absence. The solar system has been thor- 
oughly explored. Earth is girdled by Star City, 
an artificid ring populated by millions of peo- 
ple, connected to Earth’s surface by four 
enormous orbital elevators. Its inhabitants 
receive information directly through elec- 
tronic skullcaps and nanochips implanted in 
the palms of t heir ha nds. Docile, gene-recon- 
structe4-£tin^aurs serve as gardeners and 
chJJd^^’s playmates. The word ‘.^od” is now 
sld^Fed a mild obscenity, for j^theism 



year. And the denouement, wholly unex- 
pected and rather chilling, brings this saga to 
the closure it ricltly deserves. 

There are, truth to be told, some inconsis- 
tencies between the events in the novel and 
the original 2001; there would have to be, 
because it’s higlily doubtful that lunar explor- 
ers will discover an alien artifact on the 
Moon three yeare from now. As a result, 
Frank Poole’s death during the Discovery 
mission now seems to have occurred some- 
time early in the 21st century, imd there is no 
mention of the American-Soviet rivalry that 
formed a subplot to both 2001 and 2010. In 
the novel’s afterword, however, Clarke says 
that .2020, 2061, and 0002 are actually vari- 
ations on a theme, and really shouldn’t be 
regarded as direct sequels to 2001. He also 
has some choice words for nilpickers; “It’s 
fiction, stupid!” 

There’s ^so a long section in tlie back of 
the book in which Dr. Clark^xplains his 
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a thnusand kilnmeters 
Star City lanked like a 
gigantic metai band 
arnund Earth's eguatnr, 
dotted uiith gantries, pressure domes, 
scaffolding holding half-cnmpleted 
ships, antennas, and other more eoig- 
matic stroctores." 

— 3am: JhB Final Odi/ssBi/ 



has long-since replaceS^organized religion. 

Although Poole is con'ifo^{abje in his new 
role as the last survivor of tlie 55th centiuy, he 
quickly becomes restless; he has few friends, 
becomes bored with his celebrity, and camiot 
easily visit Earth because of his body’s accli- 
mation to low-gravity. Before long, he decides 
to revisit the Jovian system, where Jupiter 
itself has been transformed into Lucifer, the 
Sun’s dwarf companion (as chronicled in 
2010). Poole undertakes this second voyage 
not so much to find out what happened after 
his death as to see how far humankind has 
come in the past millennium, yet it isn’t long 
after he reaches Ganymede before a presence 
on nearby Europa — placed off-limits to 
humankind by the cosmic forces behind the 
mysterious black monoliths, again as related 
in 2010 and 2061 — reach out to him. 

To reveal much more than this would be a 
disservice to the reader, so tJiis reviewer will 
refrain from disclosing the best parts of tlie 
novel; let’s just say that we meet some old 
friends again and discover that the monoliths 
aren’t quite as benign as we once thought 
them to be. We also find exactly why Dr. 
Clai'ke delayed writing this book until Galileo 
reached Jupiter; one of the novel’s best 
scenes couldn’t have been written as accu- 
rately, nor as breathtakingly, without tlie 
information Galileo sent home early last 



extrapolations on a chapter-by-chapter basis. 
Although it isn’t necessary to do so, the 
reader may find this information most, useful 
if he or she refeis to it after they’ve read an 
individual ciiapter; it’s here that they’ll dis- 
cover that even tlie most far-fetched, seem- 
ingly tlirowaway ideas are well-grounded in 
current scientific fact or theory. Yet this back- 
ground detail is anything but dry; it’s almost 




as if Arthur has stepped out of tlie novel for a 
moment to say, “Look, here’s a rather inter- 
esting notion ..." 

3001 is tlie best novel Artliur C. Clarke has 
written in years. The writing is sharp, the 
pace relentless, the descriptions both grand 
and graceful, tJie humor tastefully wry. Once 
more, we’re treated to tlie sort of visionary 
sweep that attracted readers to his work in 
the first place. Forty-nine years isn’t such a 
long time to wait for an epic like this; how- 
ever, this reviewer can’t wait to see what Dr. 
Clarke publishes four years from now. 

Perhaps it’ll be titled 30,001: So I Changed 
My Mind. 

Allen Steele 



The Black Sun, by Jack WiUiamson, Tor 
Books, hardcover, 352 pages, $23.95 

Nearly thirty years ago, in his August, 1967, 
review column for Galaxy magazine, Algis 
Budrys had occasion to comment on the 
reprinting of an early tale by Jack Williamson, 
“The Moon Era.” Budrys claimed then that 
“‘The Moon Era’ is about as close as one 
could get, I think, to being picked up in fact 
and transported to an alien world. You can 
see, smell and taste the jungly, mossy Moon of 
the geologic past into which the hero is 
swept....” Pushing for the continued rele- 
vance of Williamson’s approach and subject 
matter in the face of the then-burgeoning 
New Wave, Budrys speculated that perhaps 
the story’s appeal had sometliing to do witli a 
“specific sense for a certain kind of nobility.” 

Well, here we now are, SF and her readers, 
three decades and several literary and socio- 
technic revolutions later, and, incredibly, 
against all odds, Jack Williamson is still with 
us, laboring far beyond mere mortal duty. And 
the virtues that Budiys detected in him at 
what now appears to be only the midpoint of 
his record-setting, Hank-Aaron-magnitude 
career, still shine tlirnugh: an ability to ren- 
der hypersensual narrative illusions, and a 
predilection for having his characters exhibit 
valor under stress, in the face of the uni- 
verse’s indifference. 

His career commencing in 1928 with the 
publication of “The Metal Man” in Amazing. 
Williamson is now himself eighty-nine years 
old and has consistently delivered fine fiction 
to us during every decade of modem com- 
mercial SF’s existence. His last book appear- 
ance was in 1994 with Demon Moon, as 
potent a blend of dark science-fantasy as he 
had ever conjured. This year he places 
humbly in our hands — for Williamson has 
never been one to strut or boast or claim that 
he is leading the pack — a more straightfor- 
ward SF tale, but one which still bears traces 
of his youthful fascination with Merrittorious 
grotesqueries. 

The Black Sun seems to alert us by its quin- 
tessentially Thirties t itle that it will be in tlie 
mode of those early sense-of-wonder expedi- 
tions to a strange otherworld place. But the 
reader will be misled if he expects some kind 
of simplistic rehash o(\heSk7jlaiic books of E. 
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E. Smith. Williamson is too honorable and 
deft for that ploy. Instead, he manages to 
infuse a voyage to the stars with real claus- 
trophobic terror and existential sadness, alle- 
viated at the end only partially, 

First, consider the environment in which 
Williamson’s StarSeed Mission must operate: 
a deteriorating, desperate future Earth 
plagued by corruption and narrow-minded 
Luddite protesters. Hardly your joyous, ama- 
teur inventor, rocket-in-the-backyard sce- 
nario. Next, consider the actual method of 
interstellar travel. On the launch pad, the sliip 
stuffed with supplies and fearful colonists is 
converted to a ^d of probalistic quantum 
froth. This information wavefront is now 
more or less randomly set adrift in the cos- 
mos. When it enters a gravity well of sufficient 
density, it will recondense into its original life- 
bearing conformation. To the passengers, no 
time at all will have passed. In the outside uni- 
verse, any number of years, from several to a 
billion will have gone by. If the people are 



lucky, they will find tliemselves in a solar sys- 
tem with habitable planets, the huge task of 
colonizing still ahead of them. If unlucky, they 
will find themselves plunging into a black 
hole. In either case, there is no return across 
tlie gulf of time and space. 

The destination to which Williamson deliv- 
ers the crew of the final Stai^eed mission is 
the Black Sun of the title, a guttering useless 
primary nearly dead. Its lone planet is a 
frozen waste dotted witli alien ruins. Here is 
their promised paradise, the place where they 
must plant tlie seed of humanity. 

Had any writer known for his sardonic pes- 
simism — Michael Moorcock, s^ — given us 
this setup, readers would have braced them- 
selves for a descent into entropic despair. But 
because of Williamson’s innate style of hard- 
headed optimism, what we get instead is a tale 
of survival at all costs, tUdn to Stephen Bax- 
ter’s /?aj? (1991) or John Campbell’s TkeMoon 
is Hell! (1951). There arc; tribulations aplenty, 
many of them at first seemingly insurmount- 



Sci-Fi Private ' Eye, 
edited by Charles G. Waugh 
and Martin H. Greenberg 
(Penguin Roc). In the future 
there will still be crime, so 
thankfully there will also be 
crimefighters. A look at the 
future of detectives from the 
likes of masters Isaac Asimov, 

Poui Anderson, Larry Niven, 

Philip K. Dick and five others. 

Promised Land, by Connie 
Willis and Cynthia Felice (Ace). The foiuth 
collaborative novel from award-winning 
Willis and Campbell nominee Felice is set 
on the distant planet Keramos, where 
Delanna must cope with the planet’s bizarre 
laws and tlie even stranger Tarleton Tanner. 

Fabulous Harbors, by Michael Moor- 
cock (Avon). Housed in this volume’s eleven 
interiocking stories are the continuing adven- 
tures of some of science fiction and fantasy’s 
finest heroes, including the brooding prince 
Elric, the mysterious Rose von Bek, and 
Jerry Cornelius. 

Bending the Landscape, edited by 
Nicola Griffith and Steve Pagel (White 
Wolf). A new anthology series examining 
gender with a genre eye. Contributors 
include Ellen Kushner, Mark W. 'Hedemann, 
Leslie Wliat, and Robin Wayne Bailey. 

Creature Features: The 
Science Fiction, Fantasy 
and Horror Movie Guide, 
by John Stanley (Boulevard). 

A look at the best (and the 
worst) the filmed genre has to 
offer. To get any closer to the 
movies, you’d have to be eat- 
ing popcorn. 




Tlie Dealings of Daniel 
Kesserich, by Fritz Leiber (Tor). 
A never before published miss- 
ing masterpitice written in the 
’30s and lost in the ’50s resur- 
faces in the ’90s to make its tri- 
umphant publication debut. 
Inspired by the famed fantasy 
author’s youthful correspon- 
dence witii Cthulu’s creator, H. 

I P. Lovecrafi- 

John Jiikes: A Critical 
Companion, by Maiy Ellen Jones (Green- 
wood Press). His multi-volume Bicenten- 
nial series became a startling bestseller, but 
before he was taken over by the main- 
stream he was one of ours, with novels such 
as Biak the BrntarianiindStc-Oun Planet. 

The Outer Limits, Volume 3, edited 
by Debbie Notkin and Roger Stewart 
(Prima Pres.s). Do not attempt to ai^just 
your pages. Writers Richard A. Lupoff, 
Michael Marano and Diane Duane have 
taken control of your book to deliver the 
chills and t hrills of the sci-fi TV show. 

“I’d Just As Soon Kiss A Wookie!” 
compiled by Stephen J. Sansweet (del 
Rey). This collection of the most memo- 
rable quotable quotes from Star Wars is 
a welcome addition to the film’s 20th 
anniversary celebration. 

Dead Things, by Richard 
Calder (St. Martin’s). Dagon com- 
pletes his trip around the uni- 
verse, and returns to an Earth 
where both time and space are 
collapsing. The stunning con- 
clusion to the wild trilogy that 
began with Dead Girls and 
Dead Boys. 
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A solid, three- 
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H- V. Jones, author of the 
Book of Words trilogy 



"Well-paced and full 
of fascinating charac- 
ters...subtlety and 
surprises in an epic 
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able, and the characters pay a real psychic 
price for their survival. But survive — and 
ever maybe ultimately prosper — they do. 

'rite overall positive tone of tliis book is due 
to tlie fact that much of the narrative is car- 
ried on the shoulders of one Carlos Mon- 
dragon. Bom a poor Mexican youUi, he grows 
up unembittered and cheerful, a self-edu- 
cated comj)uter expert who manages to stow 
away on the last Stai'Seed flight. (Aity resem- 
blance to Williamson’s own frontier youth 
and selfmade stature is strictly empatlietic.) 
Also on tlie fliglit as the necessary antagonists 
are the cormpt director of the whole pro- 
gram, several henchmen, and a double-agent 
saboteur, Jonas Roak, who functions rather 
like good old Doctor Smith on Lost in Space 
(1965-68), tlie snake in Eden. 

One departure from Williamson’s standard 
lineup of players is tlie absence of any Bad 
Girl. Williamson usually effectively evokes a 
lot of psycho-sexual tension from his hero by 
a dual attraction-repulsion to a Good Girl/Bad 
Girl pair. The Good Girl, Dr Rima Virili, is 
here, along ivith two precocious kids, to act 
as love interest for Carlos. But without her 
“evil” doppelganger, Rima emerges as ratlier 
too sweet (like her namesake from Hudson’s 
Green Mansions [19041), and in fact nearly 
collapses by book’s end, in my opinion an 
unfit mate for someone as mgged as Carlos. 

It is in his depiction of the billion-year-old 
alien mins that Williamson harks back to a 
very potent Weird Tales atmosphere. Tlie dis- 
covery of a kind of temple on tlie shores of a 
frozen sea, its murals showing strange meta- 
morphoses, brings tlie kind of frissons Love- 
craft provided in At tlw Mou7itains of Mad- 
ness (1936). Yet at the same time, Williamson 
can offer innovative speculations on what it 
might mean to jack into an alien cyberspace. 

Never giving up, constantly questing, 
refusing to admit obsolescence, seeking to 
incorporate the new wliile retaining the best 
of the past — these phrases describe both 
Williamson tlie man and the books he hap- 
pily offers us. 

Paul Di Filippo 
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Original IQustration and Sculpture 

Fantasy, Science Fiction and Horror Genre 



New 1996-97 Color Catalog #8 Available 
$10 ppd U.S. ($14. overseas) 



Worlds of Wopder 

PO Box814-SFA, McLean, VA 22101 
(703)847-4251 fax (703) 790-9519 
COME VISIT OUR WEBSITE-, 
http^/www.wow-art.com/ 



Once A Hero by Elizabeth Moon, Baen, 
1997, 400 pages, $21.00. 

Science fiction loves heroes. The typical SF 
protagonist is a hero, not Just an ordinary 
human (or alien). Besides being good-look- 
ing, the hero can do anytiiing well — climb a 
mountain, ride a horse, tie knots. The typical 
hero knows the right thing to say in a board 
room, on a dance floor, or to a diplomat. Best 
of all are the heroes who don’t know tliey ai e 
heroic, heroes who are Just like us — shy, 
imceitain, scared — but who somehow do 
tlie right tiling at the time, command respect 
from superiors, and loyalty from followers. 
Finally, tliere is the very latest hero to appeal- 
in science fiction, tlie hero witli mental prob- 
lems such us depression, low self-esteem, and 
family issues. 

In the beginning, heroes were better tlian 
Continued on page 97 
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The Collector's Edition In Pewter and Gold 



SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
If you wish to return any Franklin 
Mint purchase, you may do so 
within 30 days of your receipt of 
that purchase for replace 
ment, credit or refund. 



The first officially authorized pewter replica 
of the nnost famous ship of the STAR WARS 
trilogy. Intricately sculptured and richly 
embellished with 24 karat gold. 

I IIP soil IT ilU 

original. Precisely repro- 
^uced in solid pewter, com- 
plete with satellite dish and each of its laser 
cannons aglow in the galactic radiance 
of 24 karat gold electroplate. Just $195, in 
monthly installments. Specially imported. 
May the Force be with you. 



Lucasfilm Presents a Spectacular 20th Anniversary Tribute to the Greatest Space Epic of All Time.. 



THE MILLENNIUM FALCON 



The Franklin Mint 

Frankiin Center, PA 19091-0001 

Please accept my order for The Millennium Falcon . 

The Collector's Edition in Pewter and Gold . 

i need SEND NO MONEY NOW. I will be billed 
for my sculpture in 5 equal monthly install- 
ments of S39.* each, with the first payment 
due prior to shipment. soles tax and a 

one-time charge of $4.95 for shipping and handling. 



Please mail by April 30, 1997. 







The Falcon 's radar dish, aglow TELEPHONE#(_ . 
with the galactic radiance of ■ 

24 karat gold electroplate. 
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Without the futuristic nightmare 
visions of H. R. Giger, many of your 
favorite science fiction films would not 
exist. He's die Swiss painter and sculp- 
tor who put the alien in terrifying 
a generation of film goers and winning 
himself an Acad- 
T if emy Award in the 

process. His most recent design work 
was for the sexy thriller Species, but 
even tliose films that were untouched by 
him directly exhibit signs of his influ- 
ence, as SF movies have turned from 
hard-angled glittering tomorrows to 
organic biomechanical ones. H. R. 
Giger's Design (Moipheus International, 
$49.50) is a 128 page compendium of 
every film and video project on which 
Giger has ever woi'ked, including the ill- 
fated Jodorowski version of Dune . The 
12" by 12" hardcover vohune covers over 
a dozen film projects and contains over 
200 reproductions, most of which are in 
full color and many of which have never 
before been published. Giger himself 
provides tlie text, detailing the history of 
each project, ajid Alien director Ridley 
Scott serves up an introduction. Collec- 
tors plefise note that a special slipcased 
and leather-bound limited edition of 300 
copies, signed by Giger, is also available. 



H. R. Giger (pictured with 
Alien director Ridley Scott, 
far right) re-invented the 
look of S.F. films, including 
Alien (above) and Species 
(right). 









Web World 



Don’t miss these Internet l\ot spots; 
http://members.aol.com/fandata/ 
"Reach out and touch someone,” The Inter- 
net Fandom Directory is a browsable data- 
base with addresses for thousands of fans, 
conventions, zines, and businesses. It’s 
very, uh, fannish. It 
looks like something 
pul together by earnest, devoted people 
without much design sense. Like a pro- 
gram book at a Con. But hey, it’s chock full 
o’ data, so give it a visit 
http//ourworld,compuserce.com/ho 
mepages/monsterjnayhem “Monster 
Nostalgia" Stoner’s Monster Mayhem Iras 
the look-and-feel of tJiose grubby newsprint 
catalogs of small-press, bootleg and other- 
wise non- scheduled monster merchandise 
that you’d send away for out of the back of 
Fangoria and similar venues. 

http://intertain.com/store/wel- 
come.html “Filthy Lucre” The Intertain 
Bookstore is the online equivalent of one of 
those draught^', over-sized discount book 
warehouses you find in the better class of 
mdustrial mails. You can shop a fairly large 
catalog of 10%-off new books, and the ven- 



W hen I was eiglit I saw5tor Wais twenty- 
one times,” said Greg Aronowitz, creative 
director of the high-end collectible com- 
pany Legends in 3 Dimensions. “Tliat’s 
when I kirew wliat I wanted to be.” Aronowitz has worked on over 
120 films, designing costumes, special effects, sets and models for 
such projects as Batman Forever, Tenninator II, and Babylon 5. Now 
he’s put liis sculpting talents to work for you, rather 
than just the likes of Steven Spielberg. His latest 
limited edition product (only 1,500 will be made) 
is a 10-inch tall, cold cast porcelein bust of the 
Nam Ambassador G’Kar. Aronowitz and co- 
sculptor Rob Sherwood (pictured) ai'e the perfect 
profilers, for they were the creators of tliis make- 
up for tlie pilot movie version. For further infor- 
mation, give tiiem a call at 1-S88-LEGEND3D. 



dor guarantees 24 day turnaround on 
orders. It lacks the romance of wandering 
the shelves, but if you know what you’re 
looking for and can’t make it out to your 
local superstore, it’s wortli a visiL 

http'J/ivww.mindspring.com/-mwea 
ver/ “Ooh, pretty!" Michael Weaver, sci- 
ence fiction illustrator, has put up a per- 
sonal gallery of his works. His pieces are 
striking, eveir when rendered as pixels 
instead of paint. 

http//www.crew.umich.edu/-brinck/ 
poetrg/man festo.html “Not as goofy as 
it sounds” Sci-faiku is science-fiction 
haiku. At first glance, it seems like the 



kind of silly word-game tl\at science-fiction 
is full of (limericks, clariliews, anagrams), 
but some of the pieces are quite beautiful 
and evocative. As for those that aren't, 
well, at least you didn’t liave to invest much 
lime to find out you didn’t like it 
http/Avww.cinemaweb.com/sinister/ 
“Trash your video-card!” Never again will 
you have to brave the mui’ky deptlis of tlie 
local Blockbuster. Sinister Cinema is a B- 
movie’s best friend. This Oregon video dis- 
tributor is your one-stop shop for low-bud- 
get flicks that can be yours — cheap. 
http-JAvww.randomhouse.comAurk- 
Killer Serial” Tlie Liu-ker Files is a 
serial novel jointly presented by Random 
House tind Y^ioo!, written by Scott Ciencin. 
It’s awTully good fiction, by Web standards, 
and good enough to pay for in paperback. 
The coolest pail is that the audience has 
the opportunity to modify tlie storyline as 
it progresses, through a busy online forum. 

Cory Doctorow 










ALTERNATIVE 



Dr. Dimension creates a new dimen- 
sion in comedy. Art by David Mattingly. 



Sci-Fi Funnymen 



OiDr. Dimension, the John DeChsincie 
and Da\i({ Bischoff space oi)era farce orig- 
inally reviewed in our July 1993 issue, the 
equally zany Lionel Fenn wrote: “Pure pulp 
action, all the chamcler types you’d expect, 
and enough clifflianger endings to keep 
you in Saturday mati- 
nees for a year.” The 
satirical sci-fi novel transported mad sci- 
entist Dr. Demetrios Deraopolous (aka Dr. 
Dimension) and his dim but eager assis- 



tants from 1939 to an alter- 
nate timeline where they 
must defeat, evil aliens, save 
the uni\ei'se, and somehow 
find their way back to Earth. 

Now this comic concoction 
has itself crossed dimen- 
sions of a sort, turning from 
a wild text to an equally 
funny tape, thanks to the 
Hilton Head Island Reper- 
tory Compiuiy, who have 
transformed Dr. Dimen- 
sion into a 6 hour radio 
play. Relejised by Zi{)low 
Productions on four 90 
minutes cassettes, the 
cosmic burlesque is 
lovingly brought to 
life — excruciating 
pirns and all — by a 
large cast backed 
by original music 
and numerous special sound effects. 
Watch out — if this goes on, next 
thing you know there’ll be a Dr. 
Dimension mo\ie! 




Neill Hope 

L uke Skywalker was warned to avoid 
the Dark Side, but, in one particular 
situation we think that even he 
would make an exception for some- 
thing Dai k — the Dark Horse publi- 
cation of a special comic book ada]> 
tation of Star A New Hope, tliat is! 

Timed to coincide with the rerelease of 
the movie trilogy itself, the mini-series is 
written by Bruce 
Jones and features 
art by Carlos Garaon and famed EC illus- 
trator A1 Williamson. As witli the Special 
Editions of the film, there are new scenes, 
so that you will go back to a place you’ve 
never been before. The covera of the four 
installments by Dave Dorman (two of 
which are pictiu'ed at left) are individual 
masterworks, but also, once you’ve col- 
lected them all, they will fit together into 
a giant poster-sized montage image of the 
events of the firet film. These full color 32 
page comics are $2.95 each, and available 
at finer comic book shops everywhere. 







I In a strange twist ol fate, the mail Harris was supposed to ' 
I deliver to Steve Meretzky— creator of “The Space Bar," 

I The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy” and numerous 
[other science fiction games— ended up in the 
I "hands” of a wide-eyed resident of planet Armpit VI. 



SHOCKING 

PHOTOS 

INSIDE! 
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MINEOLA, NY— Lucky Long Islander 
Pat Harris has encountered plenty of 
kilter dogs on his postal route over the 
years, but never any killer space 
aliens — until now! “I was just minding 
my own business, delivering Mrs. 
Panayatocopoulos' mail when these 
space guys ask me if I want to go for a 
ride." Suddenly, Harris was transported 
to a bizane bar full of creepy-crawiy 
space critters! Then the wad^ E.T.’s 
made Harris enter the minds of space 
port bar patrons — including a man- 
sized wonri thing — to retrieve dues that 
ultimately led space police to a 
shapeshifting serial killer! Sadly, after 
returning from the minds of various 
insect-iike aDens, Harris is left with a 
life-long legacy of flashbacks that 
cause him to eat maggots and simulate 
molting. But for Harris, it's a small 
price to pay for intergalactic glory! 
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SegaS«ft 



“1 want to go back to Armpit VI. There, I’m an : 
intergalactic hero. But here. I'm just another 
disgruntled mailman thafs been abducted by 
aliens,” reveals sentimental galaxy-trotter Harris. - 



www.segasoft.com 






For a free Windows '95 demo 
or to order The Space Bar 
Mac' OS direct, call 1.888. SegaSoft 



1 Just arrolher CD-ROM game 
I v^re you're a psychic gumshoe detective 
trying to solve a murder by mind-meiding 
I with drunken aliens. 
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Lisleoio 
Hie Force 



At the same time as George Lucas has been 
returning to liis classic Star Whrs trilogy to 
bring '90s tecimology to those 70s classics, 
LucasFilm, Ltd. has been putting together 
another unique twist on the excitement for 
fans of the Force. Rehtrn of the Jedi Audio 
Play (Higlibridge Audio Co.) is a three hour 
dramatized retelling of 
the events of the third 
film, with a radio play written by the late 
Brian Daley. An impressive cast recreates the 
film’s magic and provides a unique slant on a 



story we’ve all grown to love. John Lithgow 
(pictured below) has added an additional sci- 
fi role to his star turn as the Supreme Com- 
mander from the hit TV show Third Rock 
From the Sun — he now provide the voice of 
the enigmatic Yoda. Brock Peters is featured 
as evil Lord Darth Vader, Ed Asner assumes 
the role of Jabba the Hutt, Ed Begley, Jr. 
becomes the bounty hunter Boba Fett, and 
Perry King swashbuckles as Han Solo. Repris- 
ing his film role as C-3PO is Anthony Daniels. 
The presentation incorporates John Williams’ 
original film score as performed by the Lon- 
don Symphony Orchestra, as well as the 
Academy Award-winning sound effects 
straight from the LucasFilm library. This long- 
anticipated release is available in bookstores 
nationwide in both compact disc and cassette 
tape formats or at 1-800-755-8532. 





B Joe’s Apartment: 
Jerry O’Connell, the star 
of Sliders, makes an 
unfortunate slide to the 
most terrifying dimen- 
sion of them all — New 
York City! There he 
shares an apartment 
with 5U,UUU surreal, singing, dancing cock- 
roaches. Listen for the voice of the lead 
bug, who is played by Billy West of Ren and 
Stimpy fame. 

Phenomenon: The title of this film 
doesn’t refer to the phenomenon of John 
Travolta’s resurgent career, but it might just 
as well, for the actor shone in this story of 
an ordinary man who develops extraordi- 
nary powers after being bowled over by a 
blinding flash of light from space. 



22 




Fantastic Voyage: This 1966 thriller 
invites you to join a miniaturized subma- 
rine and its team of scientists — plus a hid- 
den saboteur as well — as they travel 
through an endangered scientist’s blood- 
stream. With Raquel Welch, Edmond 
O’Brien and Donald Pleasance, 

Plan 10 From Outer Space: Ed Wood 
continues to thrive in American cinema. 



What does one do after failing to take over 
the work with Plan 9? Why, move onto 
Plan 10, of course! Karen Black appears in 
this low budget production that shows 
there still a place for camp and tongue-in- 
cheek sci-fi. 

Solo: Mario van Peebles stars as an 
indestructible android programmed to kill 
on orders from our government. But he 
becomes a Terminator with a conscience 
when he refuses to go on his murderous 
mission. Also featuring William Sadler and 
Barry Corbin. 

The Frighteners: Michael J. Fox made 
sci-fi movie m^c with direc- 
tor Bob Zemeckis in the three 
films of their Back to the 
Future series. Now the team 
has come together again as 
Zemeckis oversees New 
Zealand director Peter Jack- 
son in this psychic farce of a 
ghost buster who allies him- 
self with the ghosts. 
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Movies 

By Dan Perez 



George Lucas provides a New and Improved Hope 
as the Star Wars enters the Digital Age. 




A iVOT-SO-LONG time ago in a 
galaxy very, very close by, 
George Lucas created a 
movie that became a box- 
office sensation, revolutionized the way 
science fiction movies were made, and 
spawned a phenomenal merchandising 
empire. In 1977, Star Wars (retroac- 
tively titled Star Wars: A New Hope 
when it W’as decided that the fu-st 
movie would be chapter four in a 
nine-pait series) laid the ground- 
work for numerous iiuiovations 
in movie special effects; 
indeed, Lucas’ in-house effects 
company, Industrial Light & 

Magic, has been at the fore- 
front of moviemaking tech- 
nology ever since. 



Now, to celebrate the 20-year anniversary of Star Ifo?:?. 
Lucasfilm Ltd. has closed tlie circle by bringing the full 
force of ciurent special effects technology to bear' on the 
original Star Wars t rilogy. A New Hope, The Empire 
Strikes Back and Return of the Jedi have all been 
enhanced with new prints, digitally remastered THX 
soundtracks and a host of image enhancements made 
possible by recent advances in computer graphics tech- 
nology. Tliere’s even new footage, including a meeting 
between Han Solo (Harrison Ford) and a CGI Jabba tlve 
Hutt in A New Hope and a musical number added to 
Return of the Jedi. How did this all come about? 

Lucas had long wanted to upgrade the first movie, 
which he felt was limited due to budgetary constraints, 
special effects diffirailties and deadline pressure while 
filming in Tunisia and EMI-Elslree Studios in England, 
The immense success of ^ New Hope made it possible 
for the two sequels to feature more sets, creatines and 
ships, as well as increasingly elaborate special effects 
sequences. 

In 1995, Lucasfilm announced that plans were under- 
way to fUm tlie second trilogy in tlie saga, a prequel wliich 
would take place forty years prior to tlie events depicted 
in the original trilogy. It was decided that prior to the 
release of the second trilogy, all three original movies 
would be given a digital makeover and rereleased the- 
atrically to celebrate the twentieth anniversary of tlie 
series, 150 jieople at ILM worked on the $10 million spe- 
cial edition of the original trilogy. In an interview in Indus- 
trial Light & Magic: Into the Digital Realm, TVRuben 
Ellingson, A New Hope visual effects art director (with 
Mai k Moore) says, “It’s like a virtual director’s cut. Den- 
nis Muren told me that George really wanted this to be 
tlie arcliival veision, the one tliat went down in histoiy.” 
Another goal of the special edition project was to 
provide ILM with a chance to get used to incor- 
porating the new technology into the Star Wars 
milieu prior to the filming of the new trilogy. 
Difficulties arose with the project when it was 
discovered that the original Star Wa?s negative 
had seriously detorioKited, despite extraordi- 
naiy measures taken to preserve its quality. 
Wliat had started as a special edition pro- 
ject had now also become a restoration of 
the original film itself After a year of 
painstaking restoration, a new nega- 
tive was ready, and work on the 
special edit ion began in earnest. 
None of the mqjor changes 
in the special edition would 
have been possible with- 
out the extraordinary 
advances in special 
effects technology in 
recent years (see side- 
bar). Over the course 
of just a few decades. 



ABOVE: The defense 
of the Death Star 
continues in this 
composite shot from 
Return of the Jedi. 
BELOW: Darth 
Vader is made even 
more evil by the 
20th anniversary 
Special Edition. 
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digital special effects grew from a novel 
fomi of animation to a sophisticated, wide- 
ly-used technology that has changed the 
way movies are made. Computer Graphic- 
Imaging (CGI) has brought dinosaurs and 
dragons to vibrant life and made it possible 
for Tom Hanks to shake hands with John 
Fitzgerald Kennedy. The technological 
advances came, but not without obstacles. 
.-Ifter ILM successes with the CGI sequences 
in The Abtjfis and Terminator 2, Dennis 
Muren took a year off to study the technolo- 
gy and get ILM staffers up to speed on it. 
Part of the problem was creating computer 
software that was artist-friendly, so that 
people who had worked in the hands-on 
world of special effects could sit 




ABOVE: Tatooine has been- made busier thanks to advancements in special effects tech- 
niques. LEFT: Additional ships have been added to the earlier Star Wars installments. 




down at a terminal and quickly learn to 
replicate those effects on a computer 
instead of in an animation studio. 

Phil Tippett, former ILM stop- 
and go motion animator, was a 
prime example of this transition. For 
Jurassic Park, Steven Spielberg had origi- 
nally intended to use a combination of stop 
motion and full-size animalronic dinosaurs, 
and Phil Tippett Studios created stop 



motion tests of key sequences. At the same 
time, CG animators created a number of 
test sequences of Gallimimus and T-rex 
skeletons (and later, the dinosaurs them- 
selves). When the CGI sequences con- 
vinced Spielberg to switch from stop 
motion to computer animation, Tippett 
adapted by helping create a device called 
the Dinosaur Input Device (now called the 
Digital Input Device, or DID). The DID was 




cipnce Neels Rclion: Hoiu DigirQl Teciinologii Evolved 



'ar Hhrs; A Nmv Hope began the cre- 
fative process that eventually led to 
Fthe explosion of digital effects in Hol- 
i lywood. Here’s a short, tour of some 
of the movie milestones which led to the 
special edition of the Star trilogy. 

Star Wars (1977) introduced the motion 
control photography, in which computer- 
controlled cameras and models could be 
precisely manipulated for successive takes. 
Industrial Light & Magic founded. 

Dragonslayer (1981) introduced go- 
motion photography, which applied motion 
control to stop-motion puppet animation. 

Star Trek II: The Wrath of Khan 
(1982) featured the first-ever fully digital 
animation sequence with the temiforming 
of a small moon by the Genesis device. 

3>on (1985) featured a number of com- 
puter-animated sequences and objects, 
including lightcycles, and cyberships. 

Young Sherlock Holmes (1985) 
debuted the first CGI film character in the 
form of a knight made of panes from a 
stained glass window. 

Tin Toy (1988), one of Pixar’s higli qual- 
ity shott films with 3D characters and sets 
generated entirely by computer animation, 
paved the way for Toy Story. 

Willow (1988) featured the first use of 
digital moriDhing during the transformation 
of a sorceress from animal to human form. 

The Abyss (1989) refined CGI creature 
animation with its remarkable water 
pseudopods. 

Terminator 2: Judgment Day (1991) 



created incredible morphing and “liquid 
metal” effects for the sinister T-1000 tenni- 
nator. Also featured digital removal of 
wires and stunt rigs. 

Death Becomes Her (1992) featured 
the first CG replication of human skin for 
Meiyl Streep’s character. CGI was now 
becoming increasingly common in films 
and commercials. 

The Young Indiana Jones Chronicles 
(1992) marked advances in digital effects, 
including digitally created backgrounds 
and extras. 

Jurassic Park (1993) featured digital 
compositing and breathtaking, photoreal- 
istic CG dinosaurs, effectively supplanting 
stop- and go-motion photography. Also 
included mundane CG objects like the jeep 
attacked by tlie T-rex. Tliese would become 
known as “invisible effects." 

Terminator 2's mmphing 7nai'vels led the 
way to the Star Wars Special Edition. 




Forrest Gump (1994) was a showcase 
for seamless digits compositing, putting 
Tom Hanks into footage recorded years 
earlier. Also featured invisible effects such 
as digital replication of crowds and the dig- 
ital removal of Gary Sinise’s legs for the 
role of a double amputee. 

The Mask (1994) featured extensive 
combinations of live action and cartoon- 
inspired CG animation. 

Casper (1995) combined CG perform- 
ers (Casper and ^e Ghostly Trio) witli live 
action characters. 

Jumanji (1995) featured CG animal 
stampedes, and broke new ground with the 
realistic animation of hair and fur. 

Toy Story (1995) is the first feature- 
length film created entirely with CG ani- 
mated characters and environments. 

Dragonheart (1996) featured a photo- 
realistic CG dragon designed to perform, 
spealc dialogue and interact with live action 
characters. With its realistic skin, wings and 
facial features, the dragon was the most 
technically complex CG creature ever done, 
even surpassing the dinosaurs in Jurassic 
Park. Digital effects business is roughly 
doubling each year, with companies like 
Digital Domain and Sony’s digital division 
competing witli Industrie Light & Magic. 

Star Wars Special Edition (1997) fea- 
tures digital compositing, backgrounds, 
enhanced visual and sound effects, and new 
CG creatures, including a mobile Jabba the 
Hutt inserted into a once-scrapped New 
Hope sequence with Harrison Fort. 
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Star Wars X-win^ Fighter Miniature 
(actual size 22 inches long) 
Inlroihwtory Price: S1500 



Star Wars Diirth Fader Lightsaher Replica 
Introductory Price: S350 



Icons Authentic Replicas offers you the opportuni- 
ty to invest in a piece of entertainment history. Each 
Icons limited edition is reproduced precisely in 1:1 
scale from original props and miniatures used in film- 
ing the most classic films and television shows ever 
made. Down to the smallest detail, these exclusive fine- 
art collectables feature precision machined and cast 
components, quality plating and airbrush detailing and 
are hand-made under the direct supervision of master 
movie and TV craftspeople. Each Icons piece is 
shipped with a custom, museum quality display case 
and is accompanied by a studio-endorsed, registered 
certificate of authenticity. Now, you can re-capture and 
display your most cherished cinematic memories. 

Collecting will never be the same. 

For info. Call: 818-982-6175 

Stai Wars Hems TMS C' l996LucatMm Ltfl. A) r.gnis resar^od Used urxfw auUwiua&oo. 

l04TMSC1996Twent*tnCemury Fo«filmCo. AN righla reserved T27M*^ 1993 Caroled hie. AU rights reserved 











a stop motion armature loaded with sen- 
sors that record movements in 3D, allow- 
ing animators to translate motion data 
directly from a posable armature into a 
computer. Phil Tippett Studios also made 
the transition from stop motion animation 
to computer animation, replacing anima- 
tion stands with computer work stations 
(their work will be seen in the upcoming 
Starship Dvopers). 

As software advances bridged the gap 
between computer technicians and special 
effects artists, another innovative develoj)- 
ment came in the form of digital composit- 
ing and editing. Special effects compositing 
had previously been done with a de\ice 
called an optical printer, which com- 
bined effects footage and mattes from 
several filmstrips onto a single filmstrip. 
Digital compositing essentially recorded 
multiple effects elements as computer 
data, which were then printed 
onto a single filmstrip with- 
out the im^e degradation 
that could accompany 
optical printer footage. 

All of this culminat- 
ed in the Sabre 
System (not an 
acronym, but a 
reference to a 
Jedi’s light-saber), a 
user friendly, icon- dri- 
ven software system. Sabre 




Alien Show Bat'leth 
Ancient Alien Bat'leth 



Alien Short Sword 



Measures 37 inches tip 
to tip and weighs about 
2.3 lbs. 

Aluminum $150.00 

Measures 48.5 inches 
tip to tip 

$225,00 Aluminum 
$550.00 Stainless 



$35.00 Aluminum 
$75.00 Mild steel 
$120.00 Stainless 



Pulse Rifle 

Resin kit 
$200.00 

assembled & painted 





Two-Ball Flail 

$35.00 



SW Solo Blaster 

$55.00 







Alien Combat Knife 




Alien Disruptor - 

,JYPE6 

X $65.00 






Side blades retract with switch 
$55.00 with sheath 
Resin kit available for $25.00 



Valkyrie Helm 

$85.00 




All items are non-functioning prop replicas. 

Golden Age Productions 

3130 Castle Cove Court, Kissimmee, FL 34746 



Other movie props available. Please call. 



http://www.blusky-prod.com 

1 - 800 - 671-4867 
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. A Superman: The Complete IS-Chapter Advehture 

Forty-one years ago Superman kept Americans on the edge of their seats in one of the most popular a 
innovative serial adventures ever. Kirk Alyn played in his signature role, setting a high standard for those who 
followed. Follow5uper/?iaH from infancy on doomed Krypton to adulthood in Metropolis in the complete serial. 
The Flying sequences are a must see. #10255 2 Volumes (249 minutes) 529.98 
Adventures Of Captain Marvel 

This 12 chapter action fest from 1941 represents the very first time a comic book hero’s exploits were j 
transferred to the silver screen. Highlighting the serial are the fabulous flying sequences that c 
fascinating today as they were over fifty years ago. The Adventures Of Captain Marvel tells the story of j 
“The World’s Mightiest Mortal” as he combats the hooded villain Scorpion! #4245 2 Volumes $29.98 



The Hidden 2 Volume Set 

A demonic extraterrestrial creature is invading the bodiesofeverydayL.A. citizens 
and transforming them into inhuman killers. What follows is a darkly humorous, 
edge-of-your-seat sci-fi classic. This special set includes a second volume featur- 
ing the original trailers and unused footage with narration by 
Director Jack Sholder, and never-before-seen special effects. 

#10311 2 Volumes SI9.98 

Enemy Mine 

The time is the future and a savage war rages between Earth and the 
planet Dracon. Earth pilot Davidge (Dennis Quaid) is locked in a screaming 
dogfight against an ace Drac pilot (Louis Gossett, Jr.). When they crash land on a 
hostile alien planet they can only think of destroying each other, until they come 
to realize that the only way for them to survive is to cooperate. 1985. 

#3312 (108 minutes) S19.98 




Planet Of The Apes 

When I first saw this film 1 was a child and was taken with the fantasticttlly real 
looking and talking apes. Watching this as an adult, it becomes brilliant social 
commentary on animal ethics, evolution, nuclear war, the meaning of soul and 
a look into what it means to be human. Charlton Heston stars. 

#6109 (1 12 minutes) S19.98 

Benea th The Planet Of The Apes 

Astronaut Brent (James Franciscos) crashed through the 
time barrier in search of the vanished Taylor (Charlton 
Heston). Me arrives on a future Earth Ruled by talking apes, 
and the last intelligent humans dwell in a subterranean city 
where they worship the one remaining nuclear weapon as their god. 

#6110 (too minutes) $19.98 

BUY BOTH & SAVE S5.00....#10256 2 Volumes $34.96 







The Night S ta lker 

After starring in The Night Stalker, Darren McGavin later went on to play the lead in 
the hit TV series that was based on this popular drama. Las Vegas is hit with a series 
of grisly murders, Kolchak concludes it’s the work ofa vampire. But he can’t convince 
anyone of his theory, so Kolchak confronts the deadly vampire alone. 

#1(1338 (74 minutes) S19.98 

The Nh:ht Stalker: Two Tales of Terror 

Darren McGavin is T/ie /V/g/»/5ra/A-cr, a newspaper reporter who works the crime 
beat. Buthisreporter’snoseseemstoleadhimtothesupernatural 

1 terrors lurking beneath the city streets. In two episodes he faces / 

" murders much like “Jack The Ripper” and “Vampire” murders of folklore. 

#9664 (94 minutes) $19.98 

Space Rangers Chronicles 

In the year 2 1 04 space has become an insane frontier where one group has become i 
a stronghold of sanity. They are the Space Rangers. They patrol the planets and ^ 
uphold what is left of the law, facing off against aliens, androids, renegades and i* 
raiders. Join them for three volumes of dangerous futuristic adventure. 

#8543 3 Volumes (ICO minutes each) $59.98 



m 



The Haunted Palace 

A madman is kidnapping young girls and mating 
them with creatures of the night to breed a master- 
race of supremely evil power. Vincent Price and 
Lon Chaney, Jr. star in this truly twisted tale of 
unremitting terror. (Color) 

#2217 (87 minutes) $19.98 

The House Of 1,000 Dolls 

Vincent Price stars as Felix Manderville, a man 
who could have been the great- 
est illusionist of them all, in- 
stead he plays the nightclubs 
of Tangier with one purpose; 
to abduct beautiful young 
women for the white slave 
trade. A young man must en- 
ter Manderville’s mysterious 
brothel and face his magical 
illusions to find his missing 
wife. 

#10528 (79 minutes) 

$19,98 

Madhouse 

Madhouse unites two of the horror-world's great- 
est stars. Vincent Price and Peter Cushing in a tale 
of murder and mayhem. Vincent Price is Paul 
Toombes, a TV-actor famous for his role as Dr. 
Death, twelve years after his retirement Paul tries 
to revive his old career, but his return to TV is 
sabotaged by a series of grisly murders, and all the 
leads point to Dr. Death. 

#10526 (92 minutes) $19.98 

Send check or money order (no cash) to: 
FUSION VIDEO 100 Fusion Way, Dept. SF701 
Country Club Hills, IL 60478 
800-959-0061 ext. SF701 or Fax 708-799-8375 



VISfcMASTERCARO NUMBER 



AUTHORIZED SIGNATURE OF CARDHOLDER 
'Canadian orders S9 95 S & K. 

"All other loreigtr countries $19.95 SUB-TOTAL: — 

'Or $29.95 air mail (or S 8 H. 

IL.residenIsadd 7.75% Sales Tax. S&H:_ 

FUSION VIDEO IS A DIVISION OF 
FUSION INDUSTRIES. A71 ANS1 1 TOTAL: $_ 



visit our web site @ hltp:V\(uslonvideo.com 




Poetry Contest 
$48,000.00 in Prizes 



The National Library of 
Poetry to award 250 
total prizes to amateur 
poets in coming months 



Owings Mills, Maryland - The National 
Library of Poetry has just announced that 
$48,000.00 in prizes will be awarded over 
the next 12 months in the North American 
Open Amateur Poetry Contest. The contest 
is open to everyone and entry is free. 

“We’re especially looking for poems 
from new or unpublished poets,” indicated 
Howard Ely, spokesperson for The National 
Library of Poetry. “We have a ten year his- 
tory of awarding large prizes to talented 
poets who have never before won any type 
of writing competition." 

How To Enter 

Anyone may enter the competition sim- 
ply by sending in ONLY ONE original 
poem, any subject, any style, to: 

The National Library of Poetry 
Suite 1758 
1 Poetry Plaza 

Owings Mills, MD 21117-6282 
The poem should be no more than 20 
lines, and the poet’s name and address mu.sl 
appear on the top of the page. “All poets 
who enter will receive a response concern- 
ing their artistry, usually within seven 
weeks," indicated Mr. Ely. 

Possible Publication 
Many submitted poems will also be con- 
sidered for inclusion in one of The National 




The National IJhrary of Poetry piihlishrs the work of amateur 
ptxis in colorful hardhound anlhnloyiei hie The Coming of 
Davn, pietiireJ above. Each volume features poetry by a diverse 
mix of poets from alt over the world. 

Library of Poetry’s forthcoming hardbound 
anthologies. Previous anthologies published 
by the organization have included On the 
Threshold of a Dream. Days of Future's 
Past. Of Diamonds and Riisl. and Moments 
More to Go. among others. 

“Our anthologies routinely sell out 
because they are truly enjoyable reading, 
and they are also a sought-after sourcebook 
for poetic talent.” added Mr. Ely. 

World’s Largest Poetry Organization 

Having awarded over $150,000.00 in 
prizes to poets worldwide in recent years. 
The National Library of Poetry, founded in 
1982 to promote the artistic accomplish- 
ments of contemporary poets, is the largest 
organization of its kind in the world. 
Anthologies published by the organization 
have featured poems by more than 100,000 
poets. 

“We’re always looking for new poetic 
talent,” said Mr. Ely. “I hope you urge your 
readers to enter the contest. There is 
absolutely no obligation whatsoever, and 
they could be our next big winner." 

®19fl7-1997 T neteliOiUlLitttatyc iPje'.ry 



r Bargain i 
Books 

" • Save up to 80% on publishers’ over- * 
I slocks, imports, reprints. Quality | 
I hardcover books, starting at $3.95. . 
I • Save 30% or more on a huge selection * 
I of current books and best sellers. | 
I • Science Fiction. Astronomy, History. > 
I Biography, the Occult, Fiction and more. I 
I •America’s biggest bargain book selection. | 

I Free Catalog ■ 



^HAMILTON ^lJ3«age,CT0603,-5005j 
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and another actor playing the role of Jabba 
after the special effects crew was unable to 
come up with a convincing slug-creature for 
the scene. Unhappy with the existing footage, 
Lucas cut the scene from the film. Now, a CGI 
version of a yoiuiger, more mobile Jabba has 
been created and inserted digitally into the 
old footage with Harrison Ford. 

New scenes were shot of Imperial 
Stormtroopers combing the desert for R2D2 
and C3P0, this time featuring CGI dewbacks, 
lumbering reptilian beasts of burden (to 
replace a brief glimpse of a static, malfunc- 
tioning dewback prop from the original film), 
as well as small Imperial landing craft buzzing 
over the dunes. 

Mos Eisley, that wretched hive of scum 
and villainy, was given a big facelift: what 
Lucas had originally shot with matte paint- 
ings, a few buildings and even fewer extras 
has now become a sprawling, densely popu- 
lated metropolis with more people, places 
and things (the latter of which includes 
large, dinosaur-like rontos, beasts of burden 
upon which the Jawas ride, created by can- 
nibalizing some CGI dinosaur models from 
Jurassic Park). 

One scene was apparently changed 
because of its political incorrectness. In the 
original confrontation between Han Solo and 
the bounty Hunter Greedo, Han fired first, 
killing Greedo (though it was clear that he 
had little alternative). Lucas, who didn’t want 
his roguish space pilot looking like a cold- 
blooded killer, altered the scene so that 
Greedo now fires first, barely missing Han 
before he’s gunned down. 

Other changes to A New Hope include a 
new panoramic shot of the rebel fighters fly- 
ing past the planet Yavin on their way to 
attack the Death Star. This was originally cre- 
ated in two shots due to limitations in the 
motion control cameras. Now digital X-wings 
and Y-wings have replaced the motion con- 
trol models and tlte scene is now one contin- 
uous shot, with a 180 degree pan from Yavin’s 
moon to the view of the Death Star. Shots 
which consisted of multiple filmed elements 
optically printed onto one film strip (with a 
successive degradation of image quality) now 
feature computer-generated images with no 
I0.S.S of overall image quality. Explosions, 
mattes, shadows and other effects have been 
digitally riveaked, as well. 

Changes to The Empii-e Shikes Back 
include new footage of the Wampa snow 
creature that drags Luke to its lair. More shots 
of the creature in its cave will be shown to 
heighten the suspense before Luke’s escape. 
Additional footage of the cloud city landing 
sequence was produced, with the Millen- 
nium Falcon maneuvering through the spires 
and buildings of the orbiting station. 

The musical number in Return of (he Jedi, 
featuring a number of creatures in Jabba’s 
palace, was planned when tlie film was orig- 
inally shot, but Lucas was dissatisfied with 
the mobility and articulation of the creatures, 
so the scene was shortened. Now it has been 
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DEL KEY INTERGALACTIC MEMO 



DATE: March 1997 

GLASSrPIGATION: EYES ONLY (No matter how many you have) 

FROM: Del Rey Books 

TO: All Intelligent life (You know who you are) 

RE: Extremely essential reading (of the extraordinary variety) 

We’ll keep It short and sweet. Our mission: Provide maximum stimulation for every imagination. 
Our means: This month’s Del Rey titles, as detailed below. Our advice: Check it out! 






345-38821-6/$24.00/$33.50 in Canada 
Just in time to commemorate the 
thirtieth anniversary of the 
bestselling Dragonriders series— 
the first new Pern adventure 
in three years! 



$ 26.50 in Canada 

As the “Special Edition" movies arrive in theaters — featuring new, never-seen footage — 
these new editions of the behind-the-scenes books arrive in stores. ..each featuring sixteen 
pages of all-new material! 



Canada 
w York 

r/wes-bestselling preqiiel to The 
Sword of Shannara.l)\t new 
adventure that answers, at last, 
all the questions you've been 
asking for years. 



345-40954-X/$5.99/$6.99 in Canada 
The invasion continues in the second 
gory original novel in the outrageous 
series based on the famous cult 
trading cards of the sixties! 



Our aim: Let the universe know what we have to offer 
Our name: DEL REY BOOKS 

Our fame: #1 in Science Fiction and Fantasy • A Division of Ballantine Books 
Our proof: http://www.randomhouse.com/delrey/ (See for yourself!) 




ON SALE NOW AT BOOKSTORES EVERYWHERE 













DEL REY INTERGALACTIC MEMO 



DATE: April 1997 

CZ«ASSIFICATION: EYES ONLY (No matter how many you have) 

FROIVI: Del Rey Central 

TO: All intelligent life (You know who you are) 

RE: Extremely essential reading (of the extraordinary variety) 

OXTR mSSION: Provide maximum stimulation for every imagination 

OUR IVEEAU^S: This month’s Del Rey titles, as detailed below 

OUR ADVICE: Check it out! 




345-39670-7 
$5.99/$6.99 in Canada 

linally in paperback! Del Reys 
hottest debut fantasy since Terry 
Brooks’s first Shannara novel! 

“A remarkable beginning to what 
should be a remarkable writing 
career.” 

— R. A. Salvatore, 
bestselling author of 
Passage to Dawn 




RETURN OF THE JE»r 

JAMES HAHN 
Mrk,GEORCE LUCAS 



345-30767-4 
$5.99/56.99 in Canada 

The classic Star Wars movies 
are back — and now, so are the 
original bestselling novelizations, 
in stunning new editions featuring 
embossed movie-art covers! Don’t 
miss the climactic adventure 
in the legendary sf trilogy. 



345-31522-7 
$25.00/$35.00 in Canada 

Finally, the answers you’ve awaited for 1000 years have arrived — in the spellbinding conclusion to 
the greatest sf series ever written. “[Clarke] remains a master at describing the wonders of the 
universe .” — The New York Times Book Reviav 

• A Science Fiction Book Club'“ Main Selection 

• A Literary Guild® and Doubleday Book Club® Alternate Selection 

• Also available as a Random House AudioBook 

Also available: 

2010: Odyssey Two 

345-4 1397-0/$10.00/$14.00 in Canada 



2061: Odyssey Three 

345-41398-9/$10.00/$l4.00 in Canada in Canada 





mi 


; Guide TO 


iPERN 




345-41274-5 

$15.00/$21.00 in Canada: 

Now revised and updated with new material — the indispensable guide to every- 
thing there is to know about the unforgettable world created by Anne McCaffrey 
in her bestselling sf series. 

And don’t miss the first newVtxn novel in three years. ..DRAGONSEYE, 
now available in Del Rey hardcover! 



OUR AIIVI: Let the universe know what we have to offer 

OUR NAME: DEL REY BOOKS 

OUR FAME: #1 in Science Fiction and Fantasy • A Division of Ballantine Books 
OUR PROOF: http://www.randomhouse.com/delrey/ (See for yourself!) 



ON SALE IN MARCH AT BOOKSTORES EVERYWHERE 
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1997 Pittsburgh Comicon 
April 18-20, 1997 
Pittsburgh Expomart, 
Monroeville, Pennsylvania 



»KAi>iTASY' ARap;!^§|r^ 

Ed Beard Jr./ Sonia Hillios 
Joe Jusko/Keith Parkinson 
Rob Prior/TSR Ine. 
Charles Vess/Bernie Wrightson 






•OVER 100 EXHIBITOR BOOTHS 
•OVER 100 PUBLISHERS AND COMPANIES 
•MAGIC THE GATHERING TOURNAMENT 
•CHARITY AUCTION^ FREE PARKINGI! 
•OVER 200 GUESTS AND PROFESSIONALS 
•STAR WARS CCG TOURNAMENT 
•ART CONTESrALL AGES CHARITY 
CASINO NIGHTTONS OF FREE!! PROMOS 



SHOW HOURS: Friday 12-7pm 
SAT 10-6pm and SUN 10-5pm 
Admission $10/single day 
$25/three day pass. 
UNDER 12 only $8/UNDER 6 FREE 



Availal^le at the door or by 
calling: TICKET MASTER at 
412 - 323-1919 



ABOVE: The Death Slav trench battle sequence required scanning and reco7nposition. 
BELOW: Luke rescues Leia from Jabha's sail barge in Return ofthe Jecli. 



This years full color program art for llie 
1997 Pittsburgh Comicon is available 
ill a special limited stamped and signed 
series of only 1000! It measures 24x30 
and is signed by the artist Ed Beard Jr. 
Pre-orders taken No>v! DON’T MISS OUT 
Special price $19.95 50% of proceeds go 
to "The Make-A-Hlsh FoundathmH! 

For orders ONL\' 1-800-887-5772/Visa/Mast 

CHECK OR MONEY ORDER .ACCEPTED 



e-Kpaiulecl again. 

Many fans have already seen a number of 
tltese sequen-ces. At press tinie, the film ti-ailer 
(which was previewed at last year’s World- 
con) is in distribution, and some scenes were 
revealed in the IMAX film Special Effects. An 
all-new version of the opening sequence of A 
Neiv Hope was shot especially for IMAX, but 
will not be seen iii tlie special edition, 

Wliat impact with the special edition of the 
trilogy liave? Ceitainly some fans and critics 
ai-e justified in saying, “if it ain’t broke, don’t 
fix it.” A Neiv Hope remains an exciting and 
beautiful film even with its imperfections — 
its incredible success is testament to that. 
Does it really need to be brought up to speed 
with its sequels? Tlie motivation behind this 
special edition begs the following question: 
will Lucas feel compelled to technologically 
upgrade all the Star movies again in 
another ten or twenty years? 

Another concem is one of density. Each of 
the sequels featured more vehicles, more 



creatures, more sliips, and so on, until Return 
of theJedi was bursting with \isual elements, 
almost to the point of overkill. Wliile it will 
be int riguing to see more of tliis visual density 
in A New Hope, will Lucas feel the need to 
keep adding more stuff to the sequels as well? 
Wliat impact will all this new footage and 
visual tinkering have on the pacing of the 
saga? Will it affect the stonj of Star Wo?-s? 
Couldn’t all tliis time, energy and money have 
been poured into getting the first installment 
of tlie new trilogy out tliat much sooner? 

I freely admit that I’m pretty skeptical of 
special editions and director’s cuts. All too 
often they’re more about money than they are 
about artistic revision. In a recent press 
release from 20tli Century Fox, an executive 
gushed that tlieStnr Wais special edition is “a 
marketing and distribution dream” — you 
could just about hear the fluttering of dollar 
bills in his mind. There’s little doubt that the 
revamped Star Wfuis trilogy is going to dom- 
inate the box office, at least initially. A mer- 
chandising blitz will certainly follow. 

Special editions sometimes backfire, too — 
consider the lukewarm critical and public 
response to Steven Spielberg’s ham-handed 
revision of Close Encounters of the Third 
Kind. On the other hand, they sometimes 
work well. James Cameron’s director’s cut 
veTs\onsoiTheAbyss,Aliens and Terminator 
2 have all been improvements to some degree. 

The bottom line is that it’s pretty clear that 
the special edition of the Star Wars trilogy 
will supplant the existing version that’s avail- 
able now. If you want to preserve the trilogy 
as you know it now, you might consider 
investing in the letterboxed versions still 
available on laserdisk and video — they won’t 
last long after the special edition of A New 
Hope premieres in late January. With any 
luck, the Force will have been with Lucas and 
ILM, and the special editions really will be 
something special. □ 





Science 

By Yoji Rondo and Charles Sheffield 

Discovering planets outside our solar system 
changes the way we look at the universe. 





S INCE THE BEGINNING OF TIME, MANKIND HAS 
always hoped dial there might be other planets 
out there sharing the vastness of space. Sud- 
denly, recent discoveries have made us suc- 
cessful in our search. How have we gotten here? And 
most impoitantly, where do we go from here? 

Yoji Kondo, an astrophysicist, has been director of the 
geosynchronous satellite observatory lUE. Two years 
ago, he co-orgai\ized and co-chaired the International 
Astronomical Union Symposium in the Hague on 
“Exmnining the Big Bang,” As Eric Kotani, he has 
wriden five SF books, four with John Maddox 
Rol^eits and one with Roger MacBride Allen. 

He is now finislung a novel The Death of a 
Neutron Star for Pocket Books. 

Charles Sheffield is the chief sci- 
entist of Eailh Satellite Corpo- 
ration, and since 1968 hisprin- 
cipa! career act ivity has been 
in the development and use of 
spaceborn and earth-based 
imaging systems. He is the 
author of best-selling 



books of both science fact and science fiction. His most 
recent novels are Tomortvw and Tomonmo and The Bil- 
lion Dollar Boy. 

SHEFFIELD: Let us put this into an historical context. 
If you were Giordano Bnmo, in 1600 you’d be burned at 
the stake for suggesting that there were other worlds, an 
infinity of worlds. People had the idea that the number of 
planets in our own solar system was fixed, imtil the dis- 
covery of Uranus in 1781 by Herschel. The philosopher 
Hegel claimed he had proved, from general philosophical 
arguments, that there could only be seven planets in the 
solar system. With the discovery of Uranus, the system 
was therefore complete. His philosophical theories were 
destroyed by the discovery of the minor planet, Ceres, in 
1800. Philosophers do not necessarily make the best 
astronomers, Many more planetoids were found after 
1800. And then came Neptune in 1846, and Pluto in 1930. 
That’s our current solar system, as It is today. For a long 
time there has been speculation that there might be plan- 
ets around other stars. We have to ask, why isn’t it possi- 
ble simply to look at other stars and see planets going 
around them? Tliere are two different reasons. One is our 
atmosphere. Wlien you look at the wonderful pictures 
from the Hubble telescope, you may wonder why we 
can't get equally good pictures from the surface of the 
Earth, because the Hubble is not the biggest telescope 
there is. Its miiTor is 2.4 meters, less than half of Mount 
Palomar. But when you look through tlie atmosphere, it 
degrades fine details of all kinds. That’s the first obstacle 
to seeing planets around other stars — we have been 
looking up through our atmosphere. The second problem 
is that the planet itself shines very weakly compared with 
the star. It has a very, very tiny light signal coming to us. 
So we have two different types of problems. One is the 
amount of light available, and the other is the fact that if 
you’re looking from the Eartli, you’re always looking out 
though this soupy atmosphere, and the small-scale tur- 
bulence of that will prevent you seeing in enough detail. 

KONDO: That is essenti^ly correct, except that the 
new adaptive optics technology, which can correct for 
atmospheric dislmbances. For direct planetary detection, 
probably, as Char les has been suggesting, we still need to 
go outside Earth’s atmosphere. There are 
several metliods for detecting a planet 
in addii ion to direct viewing of the 
planet. The first method used 
was the astrometric methods; 
we use the fact that the exis- 
tence of a planet sized body 
would cause motions in the 
primary star in tlie plane of the 
sky. Such a discovery has been 
reported several times through 
the ’60s and the ’70s particularly by 
Peter van de Kamp, a Dutchman. 
None of those reports were confirmed, 
and they have been dismissed as false alanns. 



ABOVE: Bob 
Eqyleton's "Thaw” 
(lrpirt.‘> a di.-itanl ice 
planet that ha.<i fall- 
on into orbit 
around a sun. 
HETOW. An arli.st’s 
conception of the 
ringed 47 Ursae 
Mgjnris and the 
larger 70 Virgin is. 





In a world of darkness, the Wizard alone can 
renew the life-giving light of the Crystal... 



Guardian 
of the Crystal 

An expertly crafted figurine sculpted 
with fascinating, hand-painted details! 



City 

State/Zip 

Signature 

Orders subjea to acceptance. 
Allow 4 to 8 weeks after initial payment for shipment. 



7TTEESG1 



Since time began, the Crystal has held the powers 
of hope and light But now its radiance has been 
weakened by a wicked sorceress who plots to 
create a realm of ever-lasting darkness that she 
alone will rule. 



Only the Wizard knows the secrets that will restore 
the Crystal’s power. But he is centuries old and 
his memory of the ancient incantations is dim. 

Can he call on his powers one last time. . . to 
save the light of the world? 

Discover the answer when you acquire the 
Guardian of the Crystal, a spectacular figurine 
available exclusively from the Danbury Mint! 

Rich in detail; adorned with a pure crystal. 
The Guardian of the Crystal is expertly crafted of 
cold-cast porcelain, a material prized for its ability 
to hold intricate detail. Notice the wrinkles of time on 
the Wizard’s lifelike face and the rich texture of his 
flowing beard. Skillful hand-painting brings to life 
the Owl of Wisdom on his shoulder, the cunning and 
resourceful Squox (half-squirrel, half fox) , and the 
red-eyed Dragon of Courage at his feet. The sphere in 
his hands is genuine, high-quality crystal. 

Attractively priced; satisfaction guaranteed. 
You can own the Guardian of the Crystal for just $49.90, 
payable in two convenient installments of $24.95". Your 
satisfaction is guaranteed. If not completely satisfied, 
you may return the sculpture within 30 days for a replace- 
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SHEFFIELD: Perhaps we should point 
out that these irregularities we’re talking 
about, in tlie motion arise simply because the 
star and the planet move around their com- 
mon center of gravity. Although you tliink of 
a plimet going around a star, in a sense the 
star also goes around the planet. What you 
detect is tlie tiny wobble in the position of tlie 
star. You never see the planet. The discovery 
of a companion of Sirius, by Bessel, in 1844, 
was done by looking at the movements of Sir- 
ius itself. Its position varied in the sky as the 
two stars went around each other. Alvin 
Clarke, an American astronomer, first saw tlie 
companion of Sirius in 1862. It’s a more diffi- 
cult job for a planet, because tlie planet will 
nonnally be much less massive tlian the star. 
The movement of the star arountl the com- 
mon center of gravity will be very, very small. 
Tlie planet may be making a lar^e excursion, 
as big as the orbit of Jupiter, but tlie star itself 
will move a very small amount in the sky. 

KONDO: Let me quickly add that, even in 
the early days of the SETI program (Search 
for Extra-Terrestrial Intelligence), one of the 
primaiy methods considered was still the 
astrometric technique. Tlie other options, in 
addition to t he direct imaging, included the 



spectroscopic method. If a planet were 
revolving around the primary star, with iUs 
orbit more or less in the line of sight, that 
could cause motions in the primary star, 
although the planet may not be seen. Now we 
aie talking about very, very fine variations 
which are difficult to detect, remembering 
that the mass of the sun is something like 
three hundred thousand times that of the 
Earth. The motion of the Eart h at this dis- 
tance from the Sun is about thirty kilometers 
per second. So one-three-hundred-thou- 
sandth of that would come to something like 
nine centimeters per second. And even if 
some planet like Jupiter were at Eartli’s dis- 
tance, it would cause only a thirty meters per 
second motion in its sun. It’s a very difficult 
detection, But the state of the art of our tech- 
nology has improved to the point where we 
can talk about doing tliis. Tlie otlier method 
is photometric detection, in which tlie eclipse 
of the primary star, caused by a companion 
planet, might be detectable. This too is an 
extremely difficult task to accomplish 
because any such eclipse would involve a 
very small quantity of light subtracted from 
the light of the star. For instance, Jupiter’s 
radius is about a tentli the size of the sun, but 
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area-wise, it’s only one percent, And it’s very 
difficult to detect a variation of one percent 
for sure. Lots of stars are vaiiable stars. They 
have variations. Also, if you observe from tire 
ground, atmospheric extinctions aird other 
effects tend to make the detection of such 
variations very imcertain. 

SHEFFIELD: Historically the most 
famous variable star, Algol, is an eclipsing 
binary, in wlrich one star is passing in front of 
the other. That’s possible when you have 
objects of comjrarable size to each other. As 
Yoji said, when you have something that only 
obscures one percent of the star, you’re look- 
ing for such a small variation in the liglrt ciuve 
that you have very little confidence in the 
result. Every one of the techniques we’ve 
mentioned are close to the limit of what you 
might hope to do. We’re doum at tire limit of 
observational accuracy. Some people have 
said to me that because the extra-sohm plan- 
ets that we seem to be discovering nowadays 
ai-e all the size of Jupiter or bigger, that all the 
planets around other stars are big planets, 
and not ones we can live on.But tliat’s not true 
at all. The reason tlie ones we have observed 
ha\'e been the size of Jupiter or larger is that 
those are the only ones we can observe. A 
small j)lanet will perturb the stai' so little, or 
will obscure so little of the stai*, that we don’t 
observe it. The fact that everything we have 
discovered evidence of so far is Jupiter’s size 
and bigger tells us notliing about the distrib- 
ution of small planets. If tlie planet is small, 
w^e just don’t find evidence of it. For all we 
know, most other systems are just like ours, 
in tenns of the distribution of planet sizes. 
But we obtain evidence only of the most mas- 
sive planet in tlie system. 

RONDO: And that itself is very valuable. 
Because once we know that more nuissive 
planets exist, at least based on our current 
understandings of how' the planetary systems 
are formed, then we have also a good chance 
of finding smaller planets in solar systems 
where we find larger planets. It is not guar- 
anteed. But it is plausible that find smaller 
planets there. 

SHEFFIELD: Yoji already mentioned 
SETI. One of the elements used in SETI is the 
Drake equation. The Drake equation is a 
product of seven different factors, none of 
which we know much about. One of t he fac- 
tors is the number of planets aroimd another 
star. As long as you have no infonnation 
about that, the Drake equation is very weak. 
We’re now getting a hold, at last, on the ques- 
tion as to how many irlanets are hkely to be 
around other stars. Tlrat is very encouraging. 
After finding nothing, suddenly, in the last 
year, ten or more planets have been seen; or 
rather, not seen, but their presence luis been 
inferred from their light curves and from tlrcir 
movements. 

SF AGE: So what has been the history of 
the discovery of extra-solai' system planets? 

SHEFFIELD: It was nothing imtil a couple 
of years ago, although tlrere was tlie discovery 
of what was felt to be a proto-planet disc 
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around Beta Pictoris — a disc of matter which 
could lead to the creation of planets. Then in 
the last eighteen months we have found a 
number of actual extra-solar planets. (See 
boxed list.) You might say, why suddenly are 
we able to do this? I think the answer is first, 
the interest level has increased enormously. A 
handftil of people were doing this work, using 
spectral and astrometric work to see if thej' 
could see planets; but when someone came 
up with actual evidence in Italy, and this was 
confirmed independently by another group in 
California, more people felt this was a fruitful 
field to work in. That’s why you’re seeing so 
many new discoveries. I suspect that we will 
see reports every month or two of a new 
extra-solar planet. But they are big ones. If 
you look at the masses of the table, you will 
see thal they tend to be half of Jupiter mass 
or more, There’s another interesting thing 
about some of these orbits. Conventional the- 
ory for the formation of planets says that you 
should not have a Jupiter-sized planet close in 
to the star. For instance, we wouldn’t expec t 
something the size of Jupiter to be where 
Venus or Earth is in our solar system. In these 
other systems, they’re finding Jupiter-sized 
planets very, very close in to the primaries, 
Maybe only 20 million kilometers away, 
whereas we are 150 million kilometers away 
from the sun. It means that there is a Jupiter- 
sized planet in almost a grazing orbit aroimd 
the star. Nobody knows what that says about 
the stability of other planets, whether they 
could exist in the zone in which our planet 
exists. Would a Jupiter-sized world have 
swept the space clear, preventing the forma- 
tion of a planet? People now believe there is 
no planet between Mars and Jupiter, because 
Jupiter’s gravitational influence prevented a 
planet from ever forming. If that’s true of 
other stars, we have to revise our ideas on the 
way in w’hich planets form. Second, it’s bad 
news if we want planets at the right distance 
for the support of life as we know life. 

KONDO: The first report was very inter- 
esting, but it did not really convince every'- 
body that it was a planet-sized body. The pos- 
sibility existed that perhaps it was a brown 
dwarf, a very small star that is too large to be 
a planet. If that small star were orbiting 
around the primary away from the line of 
sight, its influence on the primary star 
expressed in the form of line of sight motions 
would be small. So really we do not know 
from that first report alone that it is a planet. 
But with all those ten or so detection reports, 
it’s more and more likely that there are 
Jupiter-sized planets somewhere. Some of 
those may be brown dwarfs, but statistically 
speaking, it’s more and more likely that at 
least one of them is indeed there. 

SHEFFIELD: My bet is that we will see 
more and more of Aese discoveries. There 
are two reasons for that. One is that elec- 
tronic equipment for light measurement has 
become superb. During the last twenty-five 
years, there has been an order of magnitude 
Continued on page 99 
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Vossoff and Nimmitz were the most inept 
space criminals the universe had ever 
known, Then they found out there was 
another universe next, door. 



R FXOVERING from severe MENtal 
Irauma in an advanced interstellai' 
civilization can be more difficult 
tlian it sounds . . . especially when 
the other patients on your ward 
include carnivorous lizard-thinks 
with transparent skulls, shuffling 
blobs of semi-liquid goo who 
shool, acid at three-second intervals, and soulful- 
eyed marsupials who carry their own digestive 
organs aroLind with tl\em in buckets. 

Tlie problem is not simply that some of tlrese crea- 
tures are alien enougli to shatter your already deli- 
cate psyche, it’s tliat you cannot regain your grip on 
reality at all witliout, first figuring out wliich of tliem 
are really tliere and wluch are just your playful sul> 
conscious having fim witii you. You can waste years 
in such an institution, gradually learning to accept 
that the giant slug wliich keeps trying to eat you dur- 
ing gioLip tliei’apy is Just a delusional manifestation of 
your deep-rooted childhood resentment toward your 
sweet little silver-haired mother, only to find out after 
multiple shock ti-eatments that you are in fact a giant 
slug yoLirself, and Uiat you never liad a sweet little sil- 
ver-haired motlier except as an rqipetizer. 

Under the circumstances, it’s easy to see why 
folks who go insane in advanced interstellar civi- 
lizations usually remain tliat way. 

In the case of that notorious interstellar criminal 
Ernst Vossoff, who had spent the better pait of the 
past three years in the incurable ward obsessively 
cutting out paper dolls, giving them names, and 
using diem to reenact the Napoleonic Wars in bru- 
tally realistic campaigns that left the floor of his 
padded cell ankle-deep in confetti, he remained a 
conscientious objector to reality until the day liis 
jirincipal dierapist oozed in tlirough die heating vent 
and spoke kindly supportive words through the 
prosthetic Sigmund Freud head it held between its 
multiple rows of razor-shaip teeth. “Emst, my boy.' 
How are we doing today?” 

“Am I Abniliam Lincoln?” drooled Vossoff. “I think 
I’m Abraliam Lincoln. I used to be Genghis Khan, 
but then John Wayne got die part. Wliy can’t gravity 
be less of a law and more of a gende suggestion? 
Kenneth, what is the frequency? Goo goo ga joob.” 
“Excellent,” said the therapist, who naturally 
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canio from ;m {ilien cultiiro wlu’iv pointless non-seqiiiturs were con- 
sidered the soul of wit; he’d spent years training Vossoff to make 
absolutely no settse whatsoever, mid he personally thought that the 
RjulliTuan had made almost enougli progress to be released into the 
community. “I’ve been directed to tell you that you have a visitor.” 
“Salvador Dali once dated a moon goddess. There are fourteen I’s 
in the word kangaroo. Why isn't republicanism an adverb? 
Blonct.spolch McGillicuddy, I've got a bunion.” 

The therapist beamed (literally, since his race emitted laser fire 
when hapjiy). "Absolutely. I’ll let him in.” 

And .so he oozed out of t he way as t he door irised open to admit a 
singularly unusual specimen of lerran-strain humanity. Aforemen- 
tioned specimen being a burly, hairless, moist-eyed thug whose 
expression was not incredibly bm from the peipetual incomprehen- 
sion native to the faces of toy poodles. 

All of Vossoffs painstakingly installed nonsense conditioning 
melted away in a single instant. He shrieked, “YOU!!!!”, burst his 
strait-jacket, and leaped across the cell, his hands already spasmod- 
ically twitching in anticipation of their fatal grip on the neck of his 
traitorous ex-pailner Karl Nimmitz. But even as the murderous Slav 
made contact , Nimmitz pressed the larger of (wo buttons on a small 
de\1ce in his right hand, and both men vanished ... so perj)lexing tlie 
stiuidlike therapist that he actually swallowed his prosUietic Sigmimd 
Freud head in a single gulp. 

The tlierapi-st was, by the way, later proven to be one of Vossoffs 
delusions. But that was okay. 1 Its success rale with the other patients 
was so high that he was still pemiitted to practice medicine. 

A .S roif VO.SSOFt’, HE WAS NOT QUITE IN 
the mood to interi)ret this as a res- 
cue. He stood on the gleaming con- 
trol decks of Nimmitz’s brand-new 
top of the line space cruiser, immo- 
bilized by an automatic ship's secu- 
rity stasis field, threatening bloody 
revenge at the imbecilic ex-partner 
smiling at him from the opposite 
side of the control room. 

“I will murder you,” Vossoff 
ranted. “I will expunge you from 
existence. I will render this universe a place where you never lived. 
1 will travel back in lime mid unplug the reftigeration unit on the fetus 
vending machine that spawned you. I will travel back still further, 
seek out the mother of the demented genius who invented the tech- 
nology, and persuade her to forego parenting in favor of a career 
dancing in alien ballets. 1 will travel back still further thmi that, and 
forccvfeed her great-gieat-grandpaients mind-altering dntgs so they 
think they’re different species and thus never fall in love or mate; and 
from there I will travel to the veiy earliest beginnings of evolution on 
your wretched homeworld, and stomp down hard on the first trilo- 
bile I see crawling from the primordial muck!” 

“Gee," Nimmitz said, with his chm^cteristic lack of irony. “I tliought 
you’d be happier to see me.” 

"You paleolithic putz! You married my hated ex-wife, let her steal 
th(‘ fruits of my genius, and raised not one j)eep of objection as she 
Iransfonned me into a mound of fat the size of a mountain range!” 
Nimmitz blinked so many times in the next second that liis eyelids 
almost opened a gateway to miother space-time continuum. “Gosh. 

I gue.ss I do owe you an apology for that one. I mean, I did marry 
Dejah, imd we’re very happy together, but I honestly didn’t know 
about that mound of fat pail. Although, come to think of it, it does 
sound like tlie kind of thing she would do. How on \dhan did you get 
changed back to nonnal?” 

"It didn’t happen on Vlhan, you backstabbing baboon! And never 
mind how 1 managed it! It’s enough that I spent the last tltree years 
recovering from the psycluc trauma! And when I get my hands on 
you and that traitorous little trollop. I’ll—” 

A multitude of voices behind Vossoff interjected in imison. "... be 
rich beyond your wildest dreams of avarice.” 



Vossoff whirled, expecting a mob, finding instead a single alien 
creature of a species he had never personally encountered before: 
one that could have been described as an old-fashioned coffee table 
bearing dozens of tiny, grinning, multi-fanged fish heads in upsido- 
dowTi bell jars. It took him a second to see that tlie table was in fact 
wholly organic, that the heads were all attached to it, and that tlie legs 
were sinuous prehensile tails lined with moist w'riggling cilia. Tlie 
upside-dow'n bell jais were evidently some sort of breatliing mecha- 
nism, providing the beast with its version of a planetary atmosphere, 
which suited Vossoff just fine, as he was instantly grateful to nor be 
shaiing his own precious oxygen with such a thing. 

Still, Ernst Vossoff being who and what he was, it took him only 
half a heailbeat to cut past the strangeness of tlie alien’s appeai anci*, 
to the heart and soul of what it had said. And then he grinned, and 
twirled the tips of his walrus moustache, and spoke with sudden 
deceptive calm. “Ohhhh, I wouldn’t know about that. My wildest 
dreams of avarice are ratlier unrealistically grandiose.” 

“So we’ve been told,” said the collection of heads. “Indeed, all of 
our exliaustive reseai’ch into your background confirms you to be an 
appallingly single-minded specimen of the peculiar human subgroup 
known as ‘greedy bastards’. Nevertlieless, we feel perfectly justified 
in asseiting that even you cannot possibly underestimate ^e extent 
of the riches we offer you.” 

“Really? Not even if I want, say," Vossoff made a big show of try- 
ing to come up with just one nmdom idea off the top of his head, “a 
merccnaiy anny powerful enougli to cmsh all opposition, raze every- 
thing in its path, conquer the galaxy and install me as official 
emperor and god?” 

The collection of heads waggled its cilia disparagingly. “Pfah! 
Pocket change! We thought you had more ambition than that!” 
Vossoff tapped his lips with the tip of his index finger. “Interest- 
ing,” he said finally, in the kind of disparaging tone designed to show 
how little he me;mt, it. “And would I have to share these ill-gotten 
gains with my mindless oaf of an ex-paitner, who so ungratefully left 
me suffocating beneath billions of tons of quivering cellulite?” 
Nimmitz cried out: “HEY!” 

“Tlie answer to your question,” said the collection of heads, “is no. 
The wealth and power would all be yours. All Mr. Nimmitz wants out 
of this deal is to get his beloved wife back. In short, Dejah Shapiro is 
missing, and we feel that you are the only man in her life even 
remotely sentient enough to find her.” 

Once again, Nimmitz cried: “HEY!” 

Vossoff grinned. “So. Let me see if I have this straight. If I agree, I 
get to rule the galaxy like a god. If I refuse, my ex-wife remains miss- 
ing and is never heard from again. Is that, minor explanatory details 
notwitlistanding, e^entially tlie difficult choice you are offering me?” 
“Essentially,” said the collection of heads, “yes. Except that it 
wouldn't be tliis galaxy, but another one identical to it in eveiy way.” 
Vossoff chewed on tliat. Chewed on it some more. Tapped his foot 
while continuing to think about it further. Almost opened his mouth 
to speak, then stopped and simply paced back and forth. He was imi- 
tating a set of scales with his outstretched palms, raising first one, 
then the other, but seemingly either imwilling or unable to make tliem 
balance out to anything other than perfect equilibrium, when an 
jmguished Nimmitz cried out: “Oh, come ON, Ernst! That isn’t fair!” 

IT WAS TWENTY’ MINUTES UTER. VOSSOFF HAD WASHED UP, SHAVED, 
and dressed in a fresh jumpsuit befitting the criminal mastermind 
that he was. He and Nimmitz now sat side-by-side in the control room, 
listening to the alien’s spiel. 

Tlie collection of heads turned out to be a renowned physicist from 
a mqjor university on a planet tliat translated as {the soimd of water 
being absorbed by desert sand ). His own name translated as | the soimd 
of water being violently expelled by desert sand, wliich on its planet is 
a silicon-based intelligence that cannot abide the taste). Inevitably, he 
used to be teased about the name as a crecheling, was inevitably sad- 
dled witli the insulting nickname (Mud-splat), and had to suffer through 
such traumas as tlie time in tlie neighborhood vomitorium when — 
“Get on with it,” growled Vossoff. 
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fMudj’s cilia trembled in brokenhearted annoyance. “I am begin- 
nm^ to realize why so many of your people consider you a real jerk, 
but very well. — \Ve (that is to say, not just the group-entity standing 
bjjiote you, but an assortment of other qualified group-entities much 
like us who functioned as our peers in this project), have recently 
im-enCeda care for unhappiness.” 

\'ossoff leaned back in his chair and rested his chin on his own 
interlocked fingers. “So have I. It’s called obscenely vast quantities of 
wealth and power.” 

"Frankly, we believe so, too, but merely recognizing that won't per- 
suade other sentients to freely provide us with either. Therefore, we 
liave designed an entirely new technology which we believe will swell 
our coffers considerably. It’s called the Altematrix, and it’s essen- 
tially a doorway into alternate universes ..." 

“Oh, puh-lease!" Vossoff derided, viith a dismissive wave of his 
hand, “Don’t tell me that’s your big mysterious scheme! Interdimen- 
sional travel has been old hat for years!” 

“We are aware of that, Mr. Vossoff, just as we are aware that it’s 
never been rendered practical. The time and energy involved in sift- 
ing through the literdly infinite number of alternate universes has 
long been the m^or stumbling block preventing anybody from find- 
ing those that substantially improve on this one. After all, alternate 
universes are not labeled, or for that matter, arranged in any coher- 
ent order — one can waste entire eons struggling to identify the 
unique quality of a universe that differs from ours only in the precise 
position of an individual thumbtack on a departmental bulletin board 
in the regional tax offices of an obscure planet otherwise knowm only 
for the rubbery taste of its pasta. And indeed, I did not come up with 
that particular example just out of thin air, since before we came up 
with our breakthrough, our project founder, the venerable Professor 
(sound of granite hillside eroding into shape of terrestrial carrot), did 
drop dead of shock when, after cataloguing over 200,000 separate 
universes where the thumbtacks on said bulletin board varied no 
more than a couple of centimeters in one direction or another, he 
finally located a plane where the office staff had used staples instead.” 
“Staples?” cried Nimmitz. “The fiends!” 

(Mud) froze in mid-expression, staring at the horrified Nimmitz, 
unable to parse the precise relevance of his interruption. After a 
moment, he shuddered with several dozen heads at once, and con- 
tinued: “It’s clear that most alternate univeises are not even worth the 
time and effort of exploration; they’re like theme parks to irrelevant 
diversity. The problem has long been the difficulty in developing an 
intelligent filtering mechanism, capable of taking your specifications 
for the precise kind of alternate universe you wish to find, and then 
instantaneously scanning the myriad dimensions for the one that fits 
your description. 'This, sir, is our Altematrix.” 

Vossoff brushed his moustache. “So, if I asked you — purely as an 
illustration, mind you — to find me a universe where science fiction 
editors mate with vending machines, dentists are required by law to 
daily beat their thumbs with hammers, and a secret conspiracy of 
professional wrestlers was responsible for the assassination of the 
twentieth-century American president John F. Kennedy ...” 

“I would ask you whether you meant masked or unmasked 
wrestlers." 

“And if I replied, ‘masked’?” 

“I would ask Olympic, Mexican, or World Federation. Trust me, sir 
you cannot name an alternate universe so ridiculous that our Alter- 
natrix is not capable of finding it Which is how we can promise you 
a galactic empire: we know we can find a universe willing to accept 
you as ruler.” 

Vossoff thought about that, smiled, and cracked his knuckles, And 
just how did you intend to use this as a cure for unhappiness?” 

“The Altematrix reads its subject’s brain-waves and automatically 
opens a portal to the parallel universe most likely to strike any indi- 
vidual as paradise.” 

“And I suppose you will require people to sign over all their money 
and property before taking this one-way trip?” 

(Mud) snorted. “Of course. We’re not doing this because we’re 
fuzzy-headed liberals. We have a profit motive here." 



“And how can they know you’re not simply transporting them into 
the center of a sun and pocketing the money? It’s what I would do.” 
"Because we won’t make them sign the papers until they’ve 
returned from a one month free trip to see whether it’s really what 
they want. By then, they’re desperate to sign. It’s all very aboveboard, 
really. And a sure-fire moneymaker, since nobody’s ever really been 
satisfied with the universe they were bom in. We foresee a 50,000 
percent profit within the first standard year of operation, but we don’t 
actually have the funds to launch this exciting new enterprise on the 
interstellar scale it requires. Which is frankly why we met with your 
ex-wife, who as you know, happens to be one of ^e three wealthiest 
individual sentients in the known universe . , , " 

“. . . and who is now missing,” Vossoff concluded. 

“Correct." 

OSSOFF TAPPED HIS CHIN THOUGHTFULLY. 
“You need not continue, You have 
already given me enough information 
to reconstruct the events that led to the 
dear woman going AWOL. You offered 
her a taste of her ideal universe as a 
demonstration prior to investment” 
“Correct." 

“Nimnutz, here, interrupted just long 
enough to make an irrelevant, and no 
doubt mind-bogglingly stupid remark.” 
Nimmitz stirred. “Hey." 

(Mudj’s collected heads shuddered at the memory. “Indeed, the 
inane contents of his contribution still sends shock waves reverber- 
ating throughout our culture. We are hoping to spend much of our 
first year’s profits on genomat treatments so we can evolve hands 
and slap our collective foreheads in astonishment.” 

Nimmitz said, “Hey." 

“No doubt,” Vossoff persisted, “whatever he said had something to 
do with pastrami." 

“Please. Don’t reconstmct it. It’s already driven my podmates and 
egglings to mutual defenestration.” 

Vossoff nodded sympathetically. “And you don’t know how many 
years I actually LIVED with that — Dejah used some pretext to trick 
you into leaving the room, quickly reprogrammed the Altematrix, 
and immediately sent herself to some unknown alternate universe 
of her own choosing, scrambling the database so she could hide on 
that plane indefinitely without you or your people ever being able to 
find her, retrieve her, and finalize the agreement that would make the 
transfer of all her collected wealth legal and binding,” 

“All correct.” 

“You need me, as the only sentient man in her life ... ” 

Nimmitz rose up out of his chair. “HEY! HEY HEY HEY HEY!” 

"... to figure out which, out of the literally infinite number of alter- 
nate universes she might have chosen for herself, is the one where 
she’s hiding, so you can yank her out of there, threaten to bar her 
from that particular paradise should she not choose to ante up, get 
her signatures on your contracts, claim her entire fortune, and com- 
mence building your business empire.” 

Two dozen fish heads nodded vigorously enough to set their litffe 
bell jam chiming at high pitch. “An astounding set of deductions, sir." 

“As a certain famous ancestor of mine once said," Vossoff replied, 
twirling his walrus moustache with self-congratulatory aplomb, “Ele- 
mentary,” He bowed. “May I respectfully ask that you permit ray ex- 
partner and I some time alone on this matter? I’m certain that as the 
two great loves of Dqjah’s life, we will be able to come up with some 
helpful epiphanies." 

Dozens of alien lizard-heads regarded Nimmitz doubtfully. Do you 
truly beUeve he’ll be any help? On our way here, when we were cruis- 
ing hyperspace at fifteen times the speed of light, he actually tried to 
step outside with a flashlight to see what would happen when he 
turned on the beam.” 

“Interesting, I honestly believed I'd long since talked him out of that 
experiment. Nevertheless, one of the wealthiest, most desirable, most 
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lusted-after women in the known universe has inexplicably given him 
her heart, so there must be a semblance of colierent electrical activ- 
ity going on in tliat absurdly designed head of his. If nothing else, he 
will be invaluable in helping to isolate the wrong answers." 

“Very well," {Mud} said doubtfully, as he scuttled away on his many 
elegantly varnished legs, Few creatures in tlte universe, with the pos- 
sible exception of middle aged terran accountants in liorizontally- 
striped bathing suits, would have looked more absurd leaving a room. 
Vossoff watched him go with his gladhanding sntile fiimly in place — 
and a heretofore unseen resolve just beginning to well in liis cruel 
StalinesQue face. 

M immitz wiped a tear from the 
comer of his moist puppylike eyes, “Do 
you really tlunk you can find her, Ernst? 
I miss her an awful lot." 

“I cannot make any promises, you 
humanoid gerbil. It has, after all, been 
several decades since she and I were pro- 
nounced man and harpy. I never tnily 
understood her even tlien, and the spe- 
cial laws of tliemiodynamics that govern 
shrewish ex-wives provide any number 
of revolting ways that she might have 
become even more incomprehensible in the interim. Indeed, she 
would have had to, to honestly prefer you over me." 

Nimmitz said, “She used to laugh in bed about the way you — ” 
“Yes, yes, yes, I’m certain it was very cute and made me look woe- 
fully inadequate. But that is irrelevant now. Wliat is relevant is that I 
fully understand why tlie dear woman seized the opportunity to hide. 
She clearly recognized om- foes for what tliey are: one of the great- 
est tlireats ever to face tlie known universe. ” 

Nimmitz goggled. “Huh?” 

Vossoff slapped his forehead. “She must have been happy with you 
for SOME reason . . . tell me, how frequently do you two make love?” 
“Monday througli Friday.” 

“You m^e love five times a week?” 

Nimmitz blinked. “No, just once. Monday through Fiiday.” 

Vossoff weighed the image, shuddered meaningfully, tlien moved 
on. “In any event, as I started to say before your personal IQ famine 
forced tliat annoying detour, it’s perfectly clear to me why Dejali went 
into hiding. She knew that if she didn’t try out the Alteniatrix, then 
(Mud) would find some way to force her, in the hopes that she’d 
emerge from her personal perfect paradise brainwashed and eager 
to sign over her entire fortune in exchange for passage back She 
knew that her fortune would enable these ambuiatoiy Chippendales 
to establish tlieir enterprise on a galactic scale, tliat few sentient crea- 
tures would be able to resist the siren call of paradise, and that entire 
star-spa^ng empires would happily hand over all their collective 
wealth just to buy their populations billions of individual one-wav 
rickete to Never Never Land. Tlie galaxy would be depopulated in a 
tew short years, leaving it by default the sole property of {Mud I and 
his fellow knickknack tables.” 

scratched the top of his pretematurally smooth head. 
Would that be a bad thing, though? Everybody would sBli get to live 
m paradise. 



“A surprisingly good point, coining from a cretin who nonnaliv 
only has pomts at the top of his head. Were I of a certain philosoph- 
ical bent, I would respond with a pretentious Shatnerian speech 
about hfe not having any meaning without hist having to tight and suf- 
‘’aftiships for every fleeting scrap of happiness, 
bl^ bl^ blah, but frankly, Karl, that philosophy always seemed like 
a bunch of horseshit to me, as I'd frankly much prefer obscenely vast 
quanbbes of wealth and power and happiness all handed to me on a 
Sliver platter. No, personally, what keeps me, and I strongly suspect 
Dej^i, froni eagerly buying a one-way ticket through their device is 
the taowledge that tlie coffee tables haven’t preceded us up that par- 
bcular stairway to heaven." 



As usual, Nimmitz was fourteen steps behind him. “Huh?” 
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"Think for once! They already have a working prototype; they cm 
simply use it themselves mstead of exploiting it commercial ; ; 
Instead, they’re staying right here, on tills plane of existence, happi ; ' 
plotting a tmiversal conquest that depends entirely tipon the rest i it' 
galactic civilizalion rushing where tliey themselves refuse to Irea !. 
This, my planarian friend, is as conducive to trust as entering ici 
allegedly gounnet restaurant and spotting the chef in the back, 
furtively scarfing a meal of greasy fast food front just up the block— 
i.e., if his own food is as incredibly wonderful as advertised, then wt v 
is he clogging his arteries with the ordinaiy slop the proletariai eats'. ’ 
“I know!” Nimmitz shouted, happy to contribute for once. “Becaus ■ 
he likes to do the connect-the-dots puzzles on the place mats!" 

Vossoff froze in mid-dissertation, as usual thrown off course by hii 
ex-partner’s inimitable manner of cutting to the meat of a problem 
He blinked several times in rapid succession, and then for severa 
seconds emitted an excraciating grinding noise that might have been 
the sound of a recently derailed train of thought being forcibly 
returned to its previous set of tracks. "I infer from the generally 
humanoid design of the furnishings tliat this ship belongs to you?” 
“Dejali. Her pereonal yacht. She doesn’t let me drive.” 

“Smart woman. I also infer that our friend with the unpronounce- 
able name doesn’t let you drive eitlier?” 

“Oh, sure,” said Nimmitz. “He brought along a platoon of he.aw,ly 
anned commandos from his homeworld, and they’ve switched ail 
navigation and control functions to a secondary control room behind 
tlie Pachinco pal lor. Tliey did that just after they won the battle and 
seized the ship. Did I forget to tell you that?” 

“That’s all riglit," Vossoff replied. “I’m sure that I would have figured 
out we were prisoners sometime after they resorted to questioning 
under torture. — Tell me, you monument to Uie gods of ineptitude, 
where does Dejali keep her weapons locker? Not, mind you, the big 
shiny one no doubt marked WEAPONS LOCKER tliat she filled with 
ominous-looking but nonfimctional phonies that hijackers like our 
friends the coffee tables are intended to find . . . but the hidden cache 
of genuine top-of-tli^line hardware tliat are honestly meant to beused?” 
“In the bathroom. Behind the toilet paper dispenser. Dejah says 
she put it there so I’ll tliink twice about leaving the seat up.” 

Vossoff shook his head, overcome with fond memories of an argu- 
ment that he and Dejali had once fought over that very controversy. 
It liad raged for most of their honeymoon, and resulted in each of 
them eventually hiring mercenary soldiers to enforce tlieir own point 
of view. The open warfare had destroyed ancient civilizations on fifty 
sepmte star systems. He sliook liis head, to clear away the happy 
reminiscences, and said: “Come on. We have some coffee tables to 
polish off.” 

The fikst lw of internal security on a starship is to have a 
reasonable sense of proportion vis-h-vis the need for superior fire- 
power. For instance, it does you absolutely no good to fire an all- 
powerful Bettelhine Munitions Destructo-Beam through the palpi- 
tating hearts of the slavering carnivorous mutant advancing down 
the conidor toward you, if said Destructo-Beam emerges undimin- 
ished from said mutant's back and proceeds to pimch a tunnel the 
size of an orange tlu ough all twenty layers of your outer hull. Far 
from It, for even though you currently exceed the size and shape of 
an orange, e.xplosive decompression will still succeed in improvis- 
ing a way to fit you through that hole. No; if you must regularly fight 
pitched battles in the corridois of your staiship, it is best to equip 
yourself with weaponry that can incapacitate your enemy wdthout 
making an orange out of you. 

With that in mind, Vossoff and Nimmitz anned themselves and 
began their offensive. 

Tliey encountered theii fust alien coffee table in tlie corridor imme- 
diately outside the main control room. He was a tough customer 
something Vossoff recognized because ail the heads in the little beU 
jms had eyepatches and dueling scars, and also because all four of 
the table legs were marked with animated holographic tattoos of 
alien siipennodels doing obscene tilings to fluffy pink bunnies. When 

Continued on page 76 
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HE BAROQUE COLD-UGHT SIGN 
over the old bai' on Drent Street, 
half-obliterated by dust and grime, 
says something like Jazzei miia or 
JuzzmaUizz. Four or five men are 
hanging around smoking and spit- 
ting under the lamplight outside, 
and Asher comes up warily, but they ai'e only saying 
a few casual words to each other. Nothing on theh 
faces or minds but mild lust, a sniggering anticipa- 
tion. Their eyes ai’e aimed at their scuffling shoes. 

The framed picture mounted in the bar’s win- 
dow shows a woman covering her face with a 
mask that has her own features on it, and beneath 
her mask the words: SHELEEN! SflK TAKES YOU 
Where You Want To Go! Asher leans against the 
wall with his hands in his pockets and doesn’t look 
at anything in particular, but notices eveiyone up 





and down the street A couple of young women are crossing the road 
toward the bar, looking as if they have dared each other to come, a 
few walkers turn their heads briefly in curiosity, some stragglers are 
edging forward. There are others inside who have been here before, 
or wherever Sheleen was singing, some of them many times. The peo- 
ple waiting on the waikw^ glance at their watches and drift through 
the door in twos and threes. Asher takes another look before fol- 
lowing them. 

On the other side of Drent Street an elderly man is trudging 
along with his head hunched into his shoulders. His figure is dark 
against the cold-light glow of the shops, and there’s a dark mut- 
tering in his mind, but Asher can’t see his features or make out 
what’s bothering him. 

A sharp voice in his mind says, No. That’s not him. 

OK. Asher pulls away from the wall and goes into the jazzer-some- 
thing. Captain Shazam! is sitting to the right in the back comer and 
Asher settles himself at left center so he can glance at the door and 
see the platform where a sitarist is idling on the strings. 

Not in here either, Shazam! says. He is a near first-grade telepath 
who informs for the Department, much better than Asher, who has 
never even been graded, or wants to be. ShazamI’s name comes from 
his on-line activity, not his esp, which he has seldom cared to use 
officially, he’s not interested in who stole the comsacks or stopped 
the escdators to see riders fall down. A thin, blue-jawed, surly man, 
he always knows what women think of him wthout even having to 
esp, and his sex life is dim. And he is afraid of Sheleen, wants to be 
out of here. He is careful to let Asher know that. 

/ kTiow it. Asher has ordered a bourbon and water to hold onto 
and finds himself drinking it to blunt his nerve-ends. Somebody else’s 
smoke is wreathing his head in defiance of aU the nattering signs, and 
the clinking glasses sound like explosions to him. You’ve told me 
ojlen enough. He sees himself in one blink as SHAZAM! sees him, a 
scribble of orange hair, freckles on pink cheeks, brown dot eyes, 
nmve and uppi^, been staying too long in this kind of work. SHAZAM! 
is superimposing his own image again. Asher sighs and concentrates 
on Sheleen. 

The sitarist builds up flourishes that ripple down through caden- 
zas into a deep insistent beat. A hand sweeps aside the blue velvet 
curtain: Sheleen comes out and closes it behind her in one swift 
movement. Her dress is gunmetal silk, and has long sleeves. 

In front of her face she is holding the mask with her features on it 
— the music is becoming more elaborately chorded now — and when 
she casts it aside on the step you see that her head is enclosed in a 
gold mesh shaped like a fencer’s armet, its face plate fastened with 
three hooks. Her face and the glimmering gold of her hair show 
faintly through it — the drinkers take a breath — and from its edge 
at her neck thin gold ribbons cascade down her body to the hem of 
her dress. Asher knows that the mask is made of gold-plated copper. 
She cries out in a clear alto with dark harmonics: 

Love evolves like planets turning . . . 
ever to the burning sun! 
scattered dust made whole in turning . . . 
atoms burning to be one — 
see God tap them and they run! 

Love makes one and one be one . . . 

She half-turns, and the ribbons stream around her. 




Love is part of revolution! 

Love’s the one that turns the sun! 

Love’s nopioblem, it’s solution! 

Love makes one and one be one . . . 

Love and love make two be one . . . 
turning in the burning sun . . . 

She raises her hands to undo the top latch of the gold mask, 

Love’s the crown of evolution! 
nothing further to be won! 
it’s no sin, it's absolution! 

and the second one, you don’t know whose pulse is beating, yours 
or hers — 

passion bums from sun to sun! 

— and the last latch! There is her face with its broad cheekbones 
bright with the flush of her own passion — and you know it now, you 
know everything, everything, what God meant when He created the 
universe, what He put you on this world for, what your life truly 
means, everything! 
you and universe are one! 

Whispering it now: 

you and Love are two in one . . . 

is THAT DIAMOND OF 
falls when an audience has been 
taken a great distance. 

Sheleen bows and when she raises 
her head her eyes lock on Asher’s, her 
brows rise in little peaks and her 
moutli tightens. 

ASHER DAMN YOU YOU 
SWORE YOU’D LEAVE ME ALONE!!! 

Asher feels the top of his head lifting off. ShazamI’s head goes down 
between his shoulders, his teeth gritting, Asher can feel that too. No 
one else notices this outburst: Sheleen has learned control. Tik, she 
fastens the latches, tik, tik. 

She bows again, smoothes down her fluttering ribborrs and slips 
away to a scattering of applause. The sitarist is already rippling up the 
octaves for the guitar and buccador-players. Everyttog Sheleen has 
said in her song is becoming faint now, like a fading rainbow. A 
woman in streamers with a cage on her head, singing like a bell. 'The 
world will not change for this. 

The listeners who have clung to her voice are silent, keeping their 
thoughts to themselves, and the ones who wanted a sexual thrill won- 
der if they have missed something and pick up their conversations. 
In all of them there is lingering a minuscule shimmer of fear. Perhaps 
that is what they have come for. ElxcitemenL Anything. Asher rubs 
fingertips over his sweating head. 

crawUn around in my skull i'm gonna get her 

What’s that? 

That one is him. 

Asher is up running for the stage, flicks past the curtain before the 
musicians can say, “Eh, what — ” or the bouncer give a blink. The 
bouncer slides after him, he is dressed in black like a Japanese scene- 
shifter, and very smooth. Asher, already rapping on Sheleen’s door, 
flashes a badge. 

“No!” Sheleen yells through the door. 










r:^ki§k£. 

f f-'-i V- 



i^=4Sv(. 



. 1 fr’ >'-.•»•' 1.; .•^’fr.'fcT^ 

i- ' ' ■ . . ■'-■'x* ■ ■ * 

, Jn. .^,;^T’.^ ^'-et’' ,K%j3k, 















47 




“Please let me in,” Asher says very quietly. “Just for a minute.” He 
holds his hand flat out toward the bouncer, badge in his palm. “I’m 
not going to arrest her or take her away. Nothing. Just leave us, hey?" 
He tilts the badge so the light glints off it and the bouncer backs away. 

The door opens sharply. She is standing with stone cold eyes, in 
control. There is no mask on her head, and her hair is hanging loosely. 
A few more gold highlights are in it than when he first knew her, and 
for some reason this gives Asher a pinch in the heart He shrugs irri- 
tably, the sign for Shazam! to keep his mind to himself. 

“I’m not — ” he says in chorus with her, and recovering first adds, 
“No, I know you don’t want anything more to do with Psychometrics 
— ” Or me, he doesn’t add. 

“You didn’t know I was going to s^ that!” 

“No, I didn’t, but it was easy to guess. We helped you learn control, 
it was the only way to save you back then, and afer that you were 
free to go. You know damn well how I feel about — ” He is inside the 
room now, suddenly breathless. Only glad to find her safe. He knows 
how she feels about privacy, independence, everything. He moves 
away from the abj^ of feeling and licks his lips. “Somebody’s stalk- 
ing you." Too blunt, but there it is. 

She says bitterly, “That’s a change. At least they’re not running aw^ 
from me. They just want to take me where they want to go — it fol- 
lows, doesn’t it?” 

“It’s dangerous, Sheleen, really dangerous!” 

“Is it? You and the Psych Works made me what I am, so I suppose 
we’ll have to bear with it” She considers her image in the cold light 
of the makeup mirror, and sighs. “Sony, I shouldn’t have jumped at 
you.” She is touching up her lip rouge. “I have to go on again in half 
an hour and I need a rest” 

“For God’s sake, take care!" He twists his C 2 q> in his hands, unable 
to keep himself from making foolish gestures, trying once again to 
reach her in the w^ he has never been able to do. “I can’t force you, 
I have to ask you to watch yourself, stay out of crowds and away 
from alleys. I’m going now, ShazamI’s trying to tell me something.” 
Don’t give him my love. She means to muffle that but it slips out 
Outside, the street is bare for the moment. Shazam! says, “He’s 
gone. Disappeared.” 

“Do you have any idea where he is, what he’s like?” 

“You think he’s gonna hang around and say. Here I am, joeboys. I’m 
a 175cm 80kg brown-haired Caucasian with a scar on my — ” 
“Awright I get it” Shit. Asher’s Director of Hospital Security, not 
one of its beat cops, and doesn’t have enough authority or powerful 
enough staff for tracking and patrols all over town. He’s working on 
his own time, and ShazamI’s doing him a favor. His finger’s on the 
police button of his remote, but he has nothing to give City Police. 
A wisp of thought Stay home, Sheleen, stay home! But she’s deaf to 
the thought. 

“There’s gonna be more of them, y’know,” SHAZAM! says. “Always 
one’ll pop up like a boil.” 

“Yeh. Iknow.” 

Fruitlessly scaiming for that small sickly voice, Asher walks down 
the street to the park where the Ironworks used to be, that’s been 
filled by a complex housing small theaters and concert auditoriums. 
He comes by here every day on his way home, passing the glowing 
lights and the huge flickering screen that advertises ☆Sheleen at the 
Bistro!*Thu/Frj/Sat*Free Beer Mugs!!!^; a return performance 



of BLOODRUNNER, the cantata by Moises Bellwether based on the 
OJ Simpson Theme FOR 2 NIGHTS ONLY in Auditorium 3; and also a 
concert in the Garden Theater by the Imaginary Toads. 

He crosses the walkway into a dark street much like Drent and 
looks up into the shadows, thinking, as he often does after these 
encounters, of all the unresolved aspects of his relationship, non- 
relationship, with Sheleen, from the moment when he’d met her years 
^o for the first time, not exactly met, his going from zero knowledge 
of her to knowing her too well, like an explosion. 

B eginning those years ago with 
Asher patrolling — next ward 
over, not here, all those years ago 
— for lost children, muggers, 
staggering drunks along the quiet 
streets around the Hospital, lit 
only by dim pearly bulbs against 
the silky darkness of midnight- 
hour — the sudden tak-tak-tak clatter of steel-toed shoes on the cob- 
bles, seven, eight gr^-masked shadow-figures running along the 
roadway, muffled gasping, a sob, the CLANG! of a drain-lid closing 
the way into the underground and the ticking of those muffled figures 
in tap-shoes descending the steps into the netherworld below the 
street, leaving it empty and silent — no. The horrifying mind-scream 
burst out then; 

streetbare dark doors close and cbse and lock and close nobody I 
WONT! I WONT! I'LL NEVER — HELP! shut dr^es pull shutters 
PLEASE! DON’T HURT ME AGAIN! DON’T — DIRTY BITCH’S MIND 
CRAWLING, CRAWLING LEMME ALONE YOU SONOFABITCH I DON’T 
WANT TO I WONT WONT SHUT HER UP! please, ONLY LEMME 
LIVE FOOD’S SAKE! pulses in eyes red stars of heart thudburst thud- 
burst JUST LET ME — please! you hurt — hurt — 

He found her in an alleyway, on a garbage heap, nineteen years 
old, looked fourteen, dirty rag clothes half tom off; the trolls had 
been at her with all their force. No esp signal at all from them, they 
had helmets. 

Asher was a recruit to this business, half-proud and mainly fearful, 
very fearful this moment He didn’t know how badly she was hurt, or 
when — not more than a few minutes ago, or everyone in the neigh- 
borhood would have esped her, in spite of the whitewalls. He tried 
to lift her but she was strangely heavy because of the resistance 
caused by her terror. She pushed £^ainst him as if he had been her 
attacker, elbowing weakly, trying to kick: 
bastards bastards HELP ME SOMEBODY! WON’T ANYBODY 
LEMME FOR GOD’S SAKE 
breathe 
PLEASE 

ru help you, I’m here, he called out with all the strength his esp and 
voice could muster, but her moan rose like a fountain in the stffl air. 
“No, no!" he cried. "Don’t fight me, please! I want to help!” 

She couldn’t or wouldn’t hear. Her voice became a howl, lights 
went on in the buildings to either side of the alleyway. Asher knew 
they were not a signal of help on the way. In a moment they dirmned. 

He t^ped City Police on his remote, and the comm button crack- 
led in his ear. “Ouch! What’s going on there, Asher?” 

‘TVoU attack — and a wild one I can’t catch hold of! I need help!” 
“You in danger?" 

“Don’t think so." 

“Stay then, we’ll bring you in.” 

I T’S SIMPLE. ” HIGGS-PARTREE LOOKED DOWN AT THE QUIETr 
form, “no, not simple at all, but it seems obvious. I think. 
She’s a broadcasting telepath who can’t receive.” She 
pushed aside her instruments, the eye-beam, the reso- 
nancer, and laced her fingers together as if her hands 
could do no more. It was quiet now, and the City Police 
were gone. The girl was beginning to stir; Asher had 
franked her lightly, not enough to quiet that mind. 
Asher considered what the words implied. “T^t’s terrible.” 




“Yes. It must be hell. It was lucky you came along before they were 
finished with her.” 

ivttenjilthy sore and got to leak everybody knows I got tole — ail 
the bastards and bitches and sons of bitches enjoying theii'sdves 
because everybody 

“Damned if we are,” Higgs-Partree said. “We’re here to help, girl, 
and don’t you forget it. Try this.” She pulled a drawer, reached for 
a film pack of metal rings that looked like a child’s monkey-puzzle 
and snicked the tester on the battery until it beeped. “It’s something 
that can help.” 

“No, no!” ^e girl cried fearfully as Higgs-Partree opened the snarl 
of rings and moved to put it around her head. 

“It’s a cap, that's all, like the one I’m wearing, only not so fancy. 
Once you have it on, dear, no one will know what you’re thinking.” 
She tied laces under the neck in a busy flourish. “Sit up, now." 

Suddenly there was a particular quietness that no one had ever felt 
before. As if her mind’s workings had been in the background of 
everyone’s consciousness for as long as they could remember. The 
girl sat up and her face fell into the lines of fear and suffering that had 
been smoothed out when she was lying sedated. Higgs-Partree let 
the silence ripen for a moment. “There . . . don't you feel better now?" 
“A little.” 

Her stormy gray eyes glanced around the ivory walls of a room 
shaped rather like a cell in a honeycomb. “What’s this place?” 

“It is the Department of Psychometrics, and you are in Assessment 
What’s your name, dear?” 

“The Psych Works!” Asher was glad her head was bound up in cop- 
per rings. “No! I’m not staying here! You can’t make me!” Compared 
to her thoughts, her words had a tight pinched sound, even when she 
was crying out. 

“This is not the gas works, the Iron Works, or the junkyard, miss. 
It is a testing and distress center. Nothing to do with the police and 
especially not the Social Engineers either. I would never, on my soul, 
deliver anyone to City Council’s panzers. But you were certainly 
putting out a distress call, and we brought you here to give you help. 
Let us ask a question or two, and you can go if you have where to go,” 
Without answering, the girl bit her lip and turned toward Asher, 
and as if his face were a mirror she was looking into, she let her fea- 
tures relax for a moment. 

They were even features, not quite come to full life, and because 
of Asher’s intense look she raised her hand to cover her bruised 
cheekbone. “Who are you?” 

“I — I’m a patrolman, for the Department.” Asher stammered. Her 
mouth twisted into a sneer, and he turned red. 

“Don’t go shy, Asher,” Higgs-Partree murmured dryly. “I'll have to 
have a name, miss. You can’t be anonymous here.” 

Asher clicked his daybook and wondered if he was really meant to 
be a thoughtcop. “Name, miss,” he echoed. 

The girl bent her head forward and murmured something that 
sounded like “Shleen.” 

“What, Miss?" 

“I dunno how you spell it” Asher wrote: Sheleen? 

“A last name?" 

“Johns," the girl whispered, as if she were giving away the whole 
plot. Asher wrote: Jones? then changed it to Johns. 

“And address ..." 

Her mouth twisted before she muttered, “Underside.” 

Asher’s brows rose. “Squatter?” 

Her head went up. “We have as much right to it as anybody!” 

“It’s not us who kicked you out, girl," Higgs-Partree said. “But some- 
body did, and I doubt it’s healthy for you to go back down there. We 
can give you a bed for a night, and nobody will keep you against your 
will. You’ll have your breakfast and a goodbye in ^e morning.” 
Sheleen, if that was it, raised her hands and felt the cap of rings. “I 
can keep this ...” 

“Yes, it’s yours." 

The girl nodded. “Eh. I guess." 

“You don’t have to shut up here, you know,” Higgs-Partree said, 
kindly but still forthright. “You can talk as much as you like ... oh. 



how old are you, Ms Johns?” 

“Nineteen by the Clock.” 

“Mm. Long time to live Under." 

She did not answer. 

Asher went off to write up his report in one of the cubbies of Psy- 
choMet that housed the Thought Police — more properly Peace Obser- 
vance Patrol, aforce that did not deal with felons usually, or by choice. 
But if m find one we have to give him to the cops, no matter how hard 
we try to duck the SocEngs, and she knows that. She seemed hardly 
able to remember her own name, Asher thought, tapping through all 
of the Johns and Joneses in City Data without finding anyone remotely 
like her. Likely not her real name — if she had one. 

Higgs-Partree looked in as he was finishing up. “I’ve found a bed 
for her tonight It’s in an alcove but I doubt she has anywhere else to 
go that’s not dangerous. I simply can’t believe she’s been living ail 
those years Underside in some filthy hovel among the sewers.” 
“They’re not all filthy down under." Asher pulled his eyes away 
from the keyboard. “Some of them just want to get away fix)m Author- 
ity, i.d. cards and evaluations — like this one. Some shops look the 
other way when they steal food.” Feeling the beam of Higgs-Partree’s 
attention, Asher hurried on. “Her mind doesn’t work like any of the 
trolls I know. She could have run away from her people, or been 
kicked out and then found her way into a bad crowd. Now it looks 
like they’ve kicked her out I can’t find any i.d. for her here. Either she 
made up a name or it was Just never registered.” 

“Yes, I believe you’re right, Asher." Higgs-Partree sighed heavily. 
“I’ve only known one other with esp like hers, and him beaten to 
death by trolls — twelve years old. We can study this one, but we 
may never know her real name or be able to trace out that strain of 
the esp.” She sighed once more and turned to make her way through 
the echoing halls and up the tiny winding stair tliat led to the cramped 
apartment she had lived in for — eh, so many years that Asher some- 
times thought she had been bom there. He knew she had no other life 
than whatever tlie Psych Works dealt her. 

Asher felt the silence as he closed down and locked his office. Once 
the halls had vibrated with quick steps of doctors, researchers and 
medics, and the treads of the army of mechs that served them. Then 
Higgs-Partree had had real power. But over years and years, the 
intractability of the problems the Center was meant to solve had flung 
up its doorless wall, had left her a hapless guardian of children, and 
the Hospital full of echoes. When he stepped out into the hall, the 
only vibration was that of the cyclers, the ventilators, and the breaths 
of all the sleepers. 

He took three steps down the hall before the dream burst in an 
explosion of reverberating howls and the migraine flickers — 
off! MElpressing INaround sewerwash STINKunder CHOKING- 
COLD eyeworming — 

— of monstrous dreams. Asher felt Sheleen’s hands under her jaw 
pulling away the laces, in those dreams lifting off the helmet, flinging 
it aside. He reached to pick up his own, then checked himself, 
stopped. He had to keep her in mind’s eye for Higgs-Partree’s sake. 
NO MORE! oh here what? 

Hands mbbing the soft blanket, smooth sheet between fingers . . . 
why here? wha’ wwng? turn blanket, bare feet, cold floor jeez sore 
down there — ail over Milady Doc says: you here safe now — eh 
zatso? Duchfoot find where 




Only a bay in the wall, not a room with a lock to hold her, peering 
out around the comer down the long dim hall . . . 

SHE’S DROPPED THE HELMET! That was Higg’s-Partree’s mind 
shrieking now, she in her attic, smocked nightgown billowing. 

Don’t let her go, Asher! She's frightened and has no clothes, and 
God knows what she’ll do if she runs into the criche! 

((Oh! Oh! Babies brainbumed, woman out of control mind- 
screaming in the street, stu7ined and dragged off by the police! Fed 
to the SocEngs! NO!)) 

Please, Asher! Old woman’s sweating hands locked together. 

He could press a button to send tlie one working mech after her 
with its sweat-sensors and padded clamps, and that would grab her 
shrieking and kicking. Wonderful. One sigh and he set out running up 
and down stairs and ramps on thick-soled shoes, dared not take the 
lift for fear of losing track of her mind in the metal cage. 
snot-head Duckfoot gotta get outa here before he... where? 
Sheleen, who didn't quite know who she was, was lost now in the 
twisting corridors. Even Asher had lost her. 

Stop, Sheleen! No, no thought would reach her. Asher beeped the 
control room where Sganos was sitting in whitewalled quiet, watch- 
ing screen views of wards and hallways. “That wild one went and ran 
off, Gus, I think in West corridor. You see anything?" 

“Urn . . . nothing here yet — whynhel\ja leave her loose like that?" 
“We thought she would be glad to be safe!” Higgs-Partree cried 
fiercely, using her own beeper. “Mind your tongue, Sganos, and use 
your eyes!" She asked Asher, “Who’s that ‘Duckfoot’ she keeps think- 
ing of?” 

“Must be one of the trolls that attacked her. She thinks he’ll come 
after her. Dunno why when he kicked her senseless and shoved her 
out in the trash.” 

“Somebody running,” Sganos called, “just a shadow!” 

Asher and Higgs-Partree watched the corridor alongside Sganos, 
but it was empty. 

“Page her, Sganos, but keep your voice down.” 

“Tell her to stay where she is," Asher said. 

“Miss," Sganos whispered. “Miss Sheleen!” 

NO NO hurts where he NO NO get me out-out-OUT don’t touch 
me! sewer pipes guttersnipes washyer face with toilet wipes! 
“What in heaven’s that?" 

“Just a blocker,” Asher said. All the children knew that chant and 
all the blocking rhymes that gave them thin walls of privacy. Asher 
was young enough to remember. “She’s too scared to stop now. I can 
catch up to her in a couple of minutes from here.” 
mash em with your toes stuff em up your nose 
Asher was half a staircase away from West corridor, landed in two 
jumps and set off running, hearing his heart’s thud under the jingling 
of Sheleen’s rhymes. Three strides took him to the alcove where she 
had been put to bed, and the pool of dim light from the ceiling lamp 
picked out the faint copper circles of the helmet Higgs-Partree had 
given her. He paused for a half-second to pick it up, and kept running, 
half certain, almost sure he saw the flicker of her nightshirt down the 
hall. Tbo late. She’ll be in the creche before I can reach her. 
Muttering: sewer pipes gut eh whatsis 
Through the eyes of Sganos among a hundred screens in the con- 
trol room Asher saw the door sliding open on soundless runners. 
what — A round gallery with a silent escalator running down to a 




floor where seven naked babies lay on absorbent padding in oval 
cribs arranged in a rough circle. All of the City’s babies were bom and 
tested at the Psych Works — all but the Undersiders — and none of 
these were more than a few days old: three sleeping, one whimpering, 
one gurgling, one sucking afist, one having its belly mbbed by anurse 
who had looked up in fear as the whitewall current broke with the 
opening of the door. 

“God, m'" Higgs-Partree groaned. 

“0 . . . ” Sheleen was staring. 

NABLE TO MOVE, ASHER WATCHED 
fearfully through her eyes, felt 
the round 0 of her mouth with 
her tongue pointed at it to make 
the sound. “Babbies,” she whis- 
pered. “Tiny babbies.” 

Her mind was calm at this 
moment, and the whimperer 
became quiet and stared up at her with a mouth as round as her own. 
Asher saw the perfect bodies along with her, terror forgotten. Maybe 
never saw one, if she was bom down there. Many trolls bred Upside 
and went down; Sheleen’s mind was absorbed in their fresh and glow- 
ing unfamiliarity. 

And the echo of a whisper in Higgs-Partree’s mind: Yes, they are 
beautiful . . . thank God at least we got rid of the supernumerary 
teats. Because whatever had drifted into the City with air or dust all 
those years ago had brought a thousand subtle scourges, and some 
of the cures had been as fearsome as the diseases. Asher knew — she 
had never hidden it — that Higgs-Partree herself had been bom with 
extra teats. The Social Engineers had made sure that surgery had 
removed both them and her reproductive capacity. She had worked 
most of her life to cut them out of the genome. 

The moment of stillness went on for half a beat, Sheleen focussed 
on the babies, the nurse’s frozen gaze resting on her; then Sheleen 
took a step back, and another, until the door opened behind her with- 
out a sound and she passed through it The babies slept The door slid 
closed and its whitewall circuit licked on. When she turned, Asher 
was there with his hand held out offering the impervious helmet She 
took it without a word and followed him down the hall. 

Did you see what she did, Asher? Calmed them down completely! 
Higgs-Partree’s mind was shimmering with eagerness: We might just 
find seme use for that . 

If we can just get rid of that tendency to set people rioting. Asher 
stopped until Sheleen caught up with him, and asked very carefully, 
“Who is Duckfoot?” 

Her face flamed. 

“Duckfoot,” he said. “Called that from splashing around sewers? 
He’s one of the trolls, isn't he? You’re frightened of him." 

“So’d you be." Her teeth were chattering. 

“Maybe.” He walked her away from the creche slowly and she fol- 
lowed. She had nowhere else to go anyway. “Most everybody gets 
frightened as a kid from knowing what’s in other minds and not beiitg 
able to keep their own to themselves.” He kept lus voice down care- 
fully because she was trembling so hard. “Here we try to train them 
to control it If you can’t tell what’s in other minds, learning that is 
harder for you, I guess." 

“Duckfoot hates everything. He used to say he loved me, but he 
just wants to hang on. He kicks me out and no matter what I do, 
where I go, he drags me back in." She was clasping herself, trying to 
warm the chill of her fear. “I don’t know where to go.” 

Asher put his helmet on quickly so that Higgs-Partree would not 
twig his urge to put an arm round the girl; this one was too risky alto- 
gether, “If you stayed here for a little while it would help us. And if 
you keep the helmet on it'll be hard for anybody to find y — " 

Down the hallway the clattering interrupted him, rising up where 
the gallery opened on the lobby. 

“GO JUMP IN THE GARBAGE YOU SHIT CAN!" The harsh male 
voice, then two crashes and a scrabbling rattle. “You go bring her 
down right now!” 
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Asher dinged his remote key for Security. Sheleen opened her 
mouth to scream and he clammed it with his hand. “That’s your boy 
fiiend, is it?" Two nurses had come out of their doors, one of them 
blue-jawed and half again Asher’s height. “I guess I spoke too soon." 
He took his hand away. 

“Damn you, he’s not my b — " 

“Yeah, but it’s Duckfoot down there, isn’it?” he whispered. “You 
go with the nurses and don’t scream. Please, Sheleen. You'll be 
safe." He let go of her and ran down the hall toward the gallery that 
opened on the entrance hall. He rested his arms on the rmling and 
looked down. 

X HE FLUNG-BACK OUTER DOORS WERE 
still shuddering in their sockets. The 
secretary robot beside the doorway 
had been heeled over, driven 
halfway into the floor, and was giv- 
ing out its death-rattle. The three fig- 
ures staring up at Asher were faintly 
yellowed by hallway lamps, and 
backlit by the early dawn that seeped in dimly from outside. Three 
male figures, Sheleen’s age or not much older, wearing wash-blue 
denims. The narrow-faced one in the center yelled, “You get her 
down here!" He backed up and gave the robot one more crashing 
kick for emphasis. 

“You want another go at her, Duckfoot?” 

The kicker ran forward again with crunching steps. Studs on his 
' boots, probably, Asher thought, so much for ducks. He realized that 
what he had thought was red hair on Duckfoot’s head was a helmet 
of rusty nails twisted into a mesh with its battery hanging down on 
one side like an earring. Asher had never seen nails being used except 
during schooldays in old historical screenies about life on Earth. 

“I ain’t giv'n’er to you!" 

“You just kicked her out. What do you want her for?" 

“I’m calling the police,” Sganos buzzed in his ear. 

“No, Sganos, no! Not the police!” Higgs-Partree cried desperately. 
“Wait a minute,” Asher said. 

“What’re you letting him yammer for then?" 

“We can handle this,” Asher muttered. He was imeasy with what- 
ever Higgs-Partree might have on her mind, “Ginune a minute." 

“Calling the blues won’t do you any good!" Duckfoot yelled. “We 
can take care of them!” 

“Eh, give it a rest awready. Duck." One of Duckfoot’s partners, a 
shorter, older man with a scruffy beard, pulled back toward the door- 
way. The other partner, even hairier, was wearing a standard issue 
helmet, but this one had none at all. On an impulse Asher took off his 
own. No one attacked him. 

Duckfoot turned on the straggler. “You sweating it, Roach?” 

Asher and Roach looked at each other one flashing second and the 
man said, “This just ain’t gonna work, Duck." Asher wondered if this 
partner here was beginning to feel a little too old for Underside, but 
didn’t push it, didn't let the thought near the surface of his mind, 
“You think you know something I don’t?" Duckfoot rammed his 
foot down on the floor and Asher could feel the cracks raying out 
from his bladed shoes. 

“I think she doesn’t want to go with you. Duck.” Asher, being 



upstairs, had the high groimd and his hands splayed on the balustrade 
ready to propel him downward. 

“You let her come out here and say that! Sheleen honey, lover, you 
come out and tell me that!” 

Asher turned his head to look at Sheleen and was jolted to see her 
struggling with the guardian nurse, and yelling, “Lemme go, damn it!” 
Stamping with her bare feet, not seeming to feel pain and sharp 
elbows thrusting like daggers, she pulled away and plunged forward. 
Asher had to catch her or she would have flung herself down the 
stairs, and lost his advantage of height or anything else, with Higgs- 
Partree babbling in his ear and Sganos yelling, “Get the goddamn 
police! I’m calling the Social Engineers!” 

“Let me go!” Sheleen yelled. 

Asher wondered if she was like this all the time, Underside, and 
why in hell Duckfoot would want this. 

“No!” Asher ducked her furious elbows. “You got the cops on you 
one minute from now if those trollheads aren't out of here, and I want 
them out of here. If you can make that clear to Duckfoot, you do it" 

“I’ll do it," she said through her teeth, and Asher let her go, finger 
by finger. He kept his eyes on her as if she might explode. On the 
ragged twists of her hair bursting out through the copper rings, the 
set of her bruised jaw, the clench of her fists as she cracked them 
against each other. Asher was not afraid of Duckfoot, being well-fed 
and well-trained in a world of few weapons, but his world spun the 
same every day, and Sheleen was not the same. Out of the comer of 
his eye he saw Roach pulling on his helmet. 

Sheleen yanked the strings, wrenched off her own helmet and 
hurled it away — "Hey!” Asher yelped — and cried out in a low dark 
voice, “You get out of here you dir^ thing, there’s little kids here and 
their shit’s too good for you!” Lightnings crackled around her — 
maybe only in Asher’s imagination. 

“If I ain’t good it's your fault!” Duckfoot howled, dancing in rage and 
longing. “Think me good, Sheleen! I'd be good if it wasn't for you run- 
ning away from me all the time!” He pulled off his helmet and 
clutched it to his breast as if it was lus live red heart, His mind rang 
like a high-speed ventilator. Asher’s hand moved down to his own 
helmet. That noise was too much. 

Sheleen looked at Duckfoot She let her jaw relax and said, “I loved 
you ... I truly loved you ...” 

Suddenly everything was wrapped in gold mist haloed, glowing. 
Asher’s skin prickled. The comer of his eye registered that the man 
called Roach had slipped out of the doors and away, but his spirit 
was trapped in the shower of bliss, floating up and out in an exquis- 
iteness of ecstasy no drug could create — 

cracked! into glass daggers — 

bloodrunriingFIRElWSOREtearstreaminghelpl'nobodygivesa 
— PLEASE! LET ME — 

She screamed then: “NO!” Took a deep breath and said in a quite 
normal voice that had a resonance of agony. “All I ever did for you 
was make you crazier. You blow yourself up and get to think you're 
Big Lord Shit and got to beat me up. You and the other turds." She 
swung her head around at the gaping faces, sneering, “Everybody 
else wants it too.” 

“That’s enough!" Sganos was thumbing the red code button yelling, 
“I don’t care what you say. Doctor!” Asher winced and pulled the 
comm button away from his ear. “Council will have my ass, god- 
dammit, and yours too!" and the alarms began ringing. Duckfoot let 
out a yell and jumped back once, cramming his helmet on his head, 
but before he and his last faithful troll could make any other move 
or Asher aim his stunner, Police were streaming through the doors, 
letting in the morning lights; Higgs-Partree herself, fully dressed and 
white-coated, was running down the hall yelling, “For God’s sake, 
Asher, don’t let her go!" Asher, still half-stunned by the gold mist, did 
not even see the police taking the trolls away and lost sight of Duck- 
foot’s half-furious, half-tragic face. 

Higgs-Partree picked up the helmet where Sheleen had flung it and 
tied it with a double knot under the girl’s chin, it seemed like the 
twentieth time, while Asher took her by the arm and drew her down 
the hall, She was very pale. 
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Higgs-Partree dinged her comm: “Please, Sganos, don’t fail me. Tell 
the Police, crazy troll, young woman raped, needs treatment That’s 
all of the truth.” She wiped her face with a big square handkerchief 
and pulled on her own helmet. “Asher, I have cleared a room for her, 
will you take her there? We can spare Banneijee to stand guard. She 
needs sleep.” 

Asher did not even bother thinking, What about me? 

“And after that you can go home, Asher. You need sleep too.” By 
now, Higgs-Partree did not need telepathy. 

Asher went home to his compartment and sat down on his bunk. 
He couldn’t move, just crouched there with his skin prickling. After 
a lifetime of waiting for something to happen, everything had. It was 
like being drunk and stoned and high and his mind skimming all over 
the universe. He had never felt so alive. The Sheleen Effect Some fear 
underneath that too. He recalled coming down off whatever forms of 
ecstasy he had been able to scour out in his teens, too familiar with 
the sickly letdown, hollow under the breastbone, that threatened him 
now that the gold mist had faded. And he was scared of Higgs-Partree, 
she’d gone gaga over Sheleen at first sight, made her an instant secret 
project, made him her unwilling confidant. Going to bring down 
Au^ority on him and everyone else at the Hospital. Her, she’d lost 
everything she had to lose except a scrap of her old age; he hadn’t 
'niinking like a troll — maybe. Yet with all of this rolling around in 
his skull he’d never felt so alive. 

S EVEN YEARS LATER, ASHER DOES NOT 
always go over all of this when he 
walks home from his Hospital office. 
Tonight he is preoccupied and sits 
on a bench in Clock Square opposite 
his apartment, yes, it's an iqiartment 
now that he’s Director of Security, 
not that half-hexagon in the Resi- 
dence where the bunk crippled his back and he couldn’t get both 
hands in the wash-basin at once. On this side of the square is the 
apartment where Sheleen lives now, nearby and painfully far away. 

He looks up at the Clock, a revolving globe set on a ^1 column. 
Slowly it counts the hours, now poises just on the edge of midnight- 
hour, the twenty-fifth, more slowly counts the years, now edging out of 
Year 276. It has wound seven years since that night The globe is a rep- 
resentation of Earth, but it does not count the forty-seven years of 
Earth’s silence. He bends his head further back and looks up warf vshere 
the lights are being dimmed, and he cannot quite make out the hexagon 
fiames of the dome’s roof, half a kilometer alx)ve him. Nothing there to 
help him. Half of the column is wound with ivies that obscure the name 
of the City, and at its base there is a wire frame woven with gaudy cylon 
flowers placed here today to commemorate the death of the First Coun- 
cillor, a faded remembrance trotted out once a year. 

The people of the City are walking home quietly from their mild 
amusements. Whatever trolls are left razz around the SexWorx under 
OldTown. This is the City center, somewhere in its circumference a 
mind tightly bound in the overgrown scar tissue of anger thinks: 

ijis can't take it no longer, that cmwUn around, i gotta — 

The day after that blazing night Asher slept until noon, and when 
he woke found everything as gray as always, His euphoria had faded; 
the uneasiness remained. Passing the g^ery where all the excite- 
ment had occurred, he saw that overnight a new floor had been 
poured and one of the hemp-field robots redirected to gate-watch 
duty; it looked awkward and skeletal. When he went into the cafeteria 
for breakfast he found Sheleen at a table in the comer plying poker 
with Mbamba, a nurse on the day shift Both of them seemed fairly 
grim, Sheleen in her helmet and her hospital fatigues looking like an 
alien prisoner-of-war; Mbamba watching her as if she was about to 
lay down four aces. 

Asher sat down and said, “Yeah, I know what." 

“They can’t keep me here,” she said through very tight lips. Her 
face looked sharp as a carving knife. She hugged herself and shivered. 
“Where do you want to go?” 



“It’s not all trolls Underside." 

“I know. I’ve been there.” Watching her, all set to explode into blue 
starbursts and bolts of lightning, he thought she must be hell to get 
along with, even while he saw her scared and fearsomely alone. 

She gave him an asking look but before he could turn away the 
question Mbamba said, “If you aren’t going to eat, God Herself wants 
you in Room 324.” Asher ate. 

Higgs-Partree was not quite hugging herself with excitement but 
her fingers were tightly gripping the edge of her reading-lectem. “Lis- 
ten, Asher, you saw what she did last night. She kept those babies 
quiet, she made everyone bareheaded so euphoric it was better — 
and maybe worse than — the most powerful drug. We can use some- 
one like that. We need her, Asher.” She’d probably been awake all 
night, she gave off a hyper aura “I know we can’t keep her if she’s not 
willing, and there may be trouble anyway, but — ” 

“You think she can calm the trolls down?” 

“I’m sure she can’t The trolls have got twisted because there was 
no use for them. If we could find a use for them that would convince 
them that’s what they want and need — ■ then they’d calm down. No, 




we need somebody to pull us up. Everyone around here has been 
depressed so long ffiey think it’s how life is supposed to work. I think 
she has something that could help give them hope.” 

Asher, remembering the dizzying gold mist said, “I think she could 
be dangerous.” 

“She’ll be dangerous to herself if she doesn’t learn control. She 
could be killed, or maybe even kill if she got angry enough. She won’t 
learn control fix)m Duckfoot — he hasn’t any. If she learns it from 
somebody as twisted as he is but more intelligent — ” 

“Yeah, I see ...” He swallowed. “She’ll really be dangerous.” 

“Let’s work on it, Asher. I’d like you to be my security lookout 
for her — ” 

Babysitter. He was leery of that “I — " 

“You found her, Asher, and nobody knows much more about her 
than you do. I know some PsychWorte people here who can help — " 
Before she could finish the sentence, her comm beeped and she 
touched the button in her ear. “Yes?" Asher made a move to go, but 
she held up her hand: Wait. Then a flush swept over her face and 
drained as quickly. She said faintly, “Did you,” and pulled the button 
from her ear. “That was Sganos," she told Asher in a ghostly voice. 
“He said he wasn’t going to be a parly to — to whatever scheme I had 
in mind for the girl. A fhistrated man — he blamed me when he 
wasn't promoted — and now that he has the opportunity . . . he’s call- 
ing the Social Engineers to take her in. He thought it was only fair to 
warn me ...” She touched a button on her keypad. “I won’t give her 
up to them.” 

You’ve got to help me, Asher. 

Was that her thought, or his own projected one? The chill hit Asher 
on the back of his neck, and slid down his back like asnake. Her eyes 
were on him. He sat fixed in their glare and licked his lips. She moved 
closer until he could smell her dusting powder, the same mild scent 
that soothed the babies, hot with her fever. She whispered, “Asher, 
do you know what the word ‘enucleate’ means?” 

He said slowly, “I think so.” She's gone crazy. He pushed that down 
hard, but she was beyond caring. 

“Yes. It means having everything valuable taken out of you.” There 
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was dizzt, and the comm screen flared on the wall. It showed Sheleen 
and Mbamba riding up the escalator. She watched them, following 
Sheleen’s every movement from the twist of her weary shoulders to 
the awkwardness of her uncomfortable step. “They could rip out her 
womb the way they did mine, they could lock her into a helmet for 
the rest of her life, they — Asher, I want you to take her out of here, 
anywhere, just long enough so that I have a chance to talk to them. 
If you can't do that, I will do it myself, and let the devil take them.” 
Without waiting for him to say yes or no: “Would you bring her in 
now, Asher," still in a whisper, as if the Social Engineers could hear 
her anywhere. 

He found Sheleen on a bench in the corridor and set Mbamba free 
of her task. Higgs-Partree wasted no time. She motioned Sheleen into 
a chair and said, “Miss Johns, someone has called the Social Engi- 
neers to speak to you — ” 

Sheleen pulled back as if she had been hit. “You’re not gonna give 
me to them!” 

“No, I am not" 

Sheleen let out a tightly held breath. “What do they want me for?” 
Being the live thing in this dead place, Asher said to himself. 

“I believe you have an ability that can help us make the world eas- 
ier to live in. They may not agree with me, and I’d like you to stay out 
of sight until we find out. I want you, please, to go along with Asher 
and do what he tells you — ” 

“I’m damned if I’m gonna let him screw me!" 

Before Asher could open his mouth, Higgs-Partree said, almost 
sadly, “It’s a pity you’ve got blind esp, miss, or you’d know the last 
thing Asher needs is even more women to take advantage of him.” 
Asher had to agree with that. “Asher, I don’t know how long it will 
take, but m leave a message for you at the registry in Ironworks Park. 
You can access it with last year’s code number, it hasn’t been reas- 
signed yet We’ve got to hurry. Here.” She opened a drawer and pulled 
out her finest mesh helmet, her hands were trembling, and thnist it 
at Sheleen, “Put this on, dear. It’s more powerful, and will look less 
conspicuous on you. Now go.” she turned to her screen and keypad 
as if she were alone. 

Going down the corridor with Sheleen Asher heard the door shde 
closed behind him, shutting him out, and was swept with bitter feel- 
ing. He doubted the SocEngs would bother Higgs-Partree. She 
would talk her way out of it, find a way to accommodate Sganos, 
keep the rest of the staff supporting her while he, the new raw 
recruit, naive or maybe just stupid, would have his nuts cracked 
and his brain washed, Thinking like a troll £^ain, part of his past not 
buried deep enough. 

Sheleen looked quite different from last night’s ra^ed waif, more 
woman than scrawny girl in hospital uniform and with H-P’s expen- 
sive helmet smoothing down her hair. It was barely possible that 
someone might take her for a student nurse. “Where do you think 
we’re gonna hide here!” 

“Not Underside, it’s the first place they’ll look." He was heading for 
the frei^t elevators, and thought he heard an even more ominous 
clamor. He knew how the SocEngs’ shock troops paraded with their 
detainees: two men and a sniffing robot swathed in metallic glitter 
and oversi2ed stunners, making an authoritative racket — especially 
Underside among the vents and sewerpipes. Even the Police st^ed 
out of the way. 

Three doors and two winding hallways led to the elevators, but 
they were loaded and moving. Asher jumped on the narrow escala- 
tor going down. Nothing else was moving in this section except the 
robot laundry bins. The hospital, haunted with past hopes, was 
ghostly, Higgs-Partree one of its ghosts. 

“That woman’s crazy.” Sheleen tripped on the worn treads and 
half-fell, clutched his shoulder with a hand like a bird’s claw. “You 
know she is.” 

“Yeh." 

“Why d’you work for her?” 

Asher didn’t want to launch into the drama of Higgs-Partree’s past. 
“I spent a rotten year overseeing the sheep station and a worse six 
months in the protein factory. She smells better, for one thing. Now 



let me try to think where to go.” Briefly he thought of taking her to 
one of his police friends; police were a rung lower than the bluster- 
ing SocEngs, and hated them. A dumb idea; it would give H-P hair- 
balls. He knew where to go all right, just didn’t want to go there ... 
and there was nowhere else. 

The escalator led to a service alley that opened into Odler Road two 
wards away from the Ironworks Park, a place Asher meant to avoid. 
The people in the streets were wearing clothes in subdued colors like 
his own gray-green, and the afternoon shadow was rising. No one 
gave Asher a hello, and he walked like everyone else with his head 
bent slightly forw^ and his helmet glinting dully in the fading light 
He was careful not to hurry, and drew Sheleen along with him by a 
touch on arm or shoulder never maintained long enough for her to 
shrug off or brush aside. Though he could not reach her with esp he 
was learning her style and pace. 

“Where we going, for God’s sake?" 

“Where you’ll be safe.” For himself, he didn’t know. 

n SHER LED HER PAST TWINKUNG 
shops and caf^s, heavily laden 
esc^ators, warehouses where 
robot loaders glided in and out; 
Citizens’ Gardens green with 
twenty-five kinds of lettuce, 
worked by as many old men and 
women who did not look up; 
Chapel Row that housed a hundred and twenty-seven religions — 
Asher stopped there to sit on a bench with Sheleen and let her catch 
her breath. 

She moved gingerly. “First I get ripped up and now — " she mut- 
tered, and caught herself, biting her lip. 

Asher thought he knew how much she hurt, but he had become 
very frightened and angiy for the first time in a long while, and he had 
no patience. “This isn’t part of my job.” 

“You don’t have to be so goddam peeved at me!" she cried. “I never 
did anything to yoa” 

He caught a blink of his face reflected in red stained-glass and he 
looked peevish enough. “You’re right Sony," he said. They listened 
to the choirs, bells and wind chimes peacefully for a few moments 
while the shadow deepened and the first of the floods blinked on, 
“Time to go.” 

The road led through groves of trees where fountains rained water 
on the leaves and no birds sang, past the fields of industrial hemp, the 
vineyards, the corn-fields, the grinding mills, the distillery that pro- 
duct bourbon, the cereals fectory. Asher drew Sheleen along the pond 
where the carp were raised and tended by robots, and past the well- 
sealed sewage processors. After that came the arc of a huge concrete 
wall. Asher looked up, where the wall ended at a great height, and the 
hexagons began. A misty light glittered through the acrylic panels. 
“Where the hell are we?” Sheleen wailed. ‘This is nowhere!” 

“Yes,” Asher said. “But over there, in that shadow, there’s escala- 
tors.” They rode up two narrow high escalators and then climbed a 
stair that was almost dizzying; its landing was a small room with a 
door. “That’s it ...” He felt his voice turn dull, a silence drawing down 
around him, as if he had stepped into a closet of dead air. He sighed, 
and clenched his teeth to ride over his fear. 
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The door was a big gray slab set back in the wall; an alphanumeric 
keypad was mounted on it and Asher dit-ditted ten of the keys with- 
out having to shake up his memoiy. 

“How’d you know to do that?" 

“It’s my CitizeNumber. Anybody who wants one can get one.” 

Sheleen looked doubtful, “That number’s on record, then, and all 
the SocEngs will know we’re here!” 

Asher stepped back while the door buzzed, snicked and slowly 
opened outward. It was as deep and heavy as the door of the safe in 
Records Vault, and it squeaked, opening, fh)ra the dust that had gath- 
ered in its framework. Beyond it was another door with a sensor 
panel mounted at shoulder height “No they won’t. It’s my i.d. from 
fifteen years ago.” He planted the flat of his hand on the sensor panel. 

The second door opened inward, smoothly. It led to a walled ramp, 
going upward, dimly lit from beyond. There was a small foyer just 
inside, and Asher paused; the air was a stale twenty degrees and he 
sneezed. Sheleen followed and the doors began to close. Asher said, 
“You can get out any time you want. The doors open soon as you 
come near them. One more thing. There’s two rooms to sleep in here, 
we each get one, and I don’t walk in my sleep." 

She let him have the last word, either from fear or weariness. He 
climbed the ramp. 

A light went on in a great glastex dome. It was the sun. 

“There’s Overside as well as Underside,” Asher said, feeling the 
cold sweat run down his ribs as he took the last step to the top of the 
ramp and stood on the floor of the Observer's Room. 

T hrough the glassy dome the brass 
light of the sun slammed down on the 
sulfur plains and manganese moun- 
tains of the world, and beyond the 
fearful deep blue the sky was swept 
with cold white stars, liie view was 
of three hundred and sixty degrees, 
From forty-five to sixty-five degrees 
above the southern horizon glowy rings of dust and stones wheeled 
in silence just above the rim of the sun which had freed itself of their 
shadow. FYom due south to due west on the horizon huge machines 
taller than the dome clawed the sulfurous desert to forge and build 
(their vibrations lodged in Asher’s body as they had done all the days 
of his youth). 

Watching from this outpost as a child Asher had believed that the 
machines moved in mysterious ways, like God, and that their pur- 
poses might never be known, but as he grew older he had learned that 
City Council was the god of machines, and when Coimcil wanted 
blankets, bread, calculators, velvet jackets, paving stones, sewing 
needles — it got them. 

Even now as he watched the rising and dipping of the great steel 
jaws they seemed like the monstrous prehistoric carnivores of Earth 
that had frightened him on schoolroom monitors. He had never 
shaken his flve-year-old’s fear — and now it came back exponentially 
multiplied — that the dark jointed beings with their jaws and their far- 
reaching arms and pincers would turn and look back. And one more 
morsel, tap one knuckle on the fragile bubble of the dome and send 
him screaming outward on its explosion of air. There’s Overside as 
well as Underside. 

If he had been alone he would have gone down the spiral staircase 
in the room’s center to the small windowless apartment where he 
had lived with his father for nearly seventeen years, and stayed there. 

But Sheleen was staring at all three hundred and sixty-ftve degrees. 
"What’s this place for?” 

“It used to be a watchtower. It had telescopes, direction Anders, sig- 
nal lights, I dunno what they were expecting. Aliens, maybe. The god 
from the Machine to get us out of all ttiis. There sure isn’t much they'd 
want from us. My father was the last of the signallers.” 

"It’s beautiful.” 

He and Sheleen looked at each other. She had been almost plas- 
tered against the panes, moving from one to the next as if it was a new 
window, with another new world to look at “What’s the matter?” she 



said. “You look sick.” 

“Beautiful?” He shook his head. “I grew up in here.” 

“But you get to see everything, the sun, the sky, whatever that stuff 
is floating up there. You could get Outside from here, I bet." 

“Not if you wanted to breathe. There’s nowhere near enough air. 
Not for us. It’s got a bit of air, some saltwater lakes, a bunch of lichens 
and maybe a few worms,” 

“You’re so scared of it," she said, puzzled. 

He swallowed. “I only get scared when I'm here — because Out- 
side, it’s all so naked. You’ve lived Underside and you can’t read 
thoughts, so you don’t feel it. Sometimes it spreads in the City like a 
panic, a fear you can’t stop. The college profs call it The Great Dread 
when they talk about it on the vid, and telepathy makes it worse. 
That’s why the Psych Works wants to get rid of the esp.” 

“Duckfoot says it’s good for sex.” 

“That feel-good stuff you do may be — for him! You’re lucky you 
couldn’t esp him.” 

Asher had never made love without a net 
She snorted. “But what’s everybody afraid of?” 

“Being the only ones in all this space, and so few of us. What's fif^‘ 
thousand? Just barely a city, and forty-seven years of not hearing 
from Earth. That started before I was bom, and kept growing. Earth 
may be destroyed and we might never be able to go back.” 

“We’ve been away two hundred and seventy years by the Clock. 
What would we want to go b^k for?” 

“I can’t help it if you don’t understand. Forget it!" 

She shrugged. “Is there anything to eat in tliis place?” 

“We’ll find out soon enough.” He went down the stair and she crept 
after him. The apartment’s two sleeping-rooms and tiny kitchen were 
emptied of furniture except for the hammocks and an old electric 
kettle, Asher switched on the lights and found some packets of bis- 
cuits and synthajerky. He pressed the knob on a dry tap, “Can’t eat 
much of this stuff if there’s no water." 

“Ate it all the time Underside,” Sheleen said, “Some people used it 
for traders. Not the trolls, they had the garya.” She climbed back up 
to watch the swelling light of the stars and the shadows of the rings, 
Asher called the registry in Ironworks Park, but no messages had 
been left for his i.d. code. He took his scraps of food and followed 
Sheleen upstairs. 

The observation platform had been stripped bare of desks, screens, 
chairs and everything else. Asher squatted against the iron railing of 
the staircase gnawing on the jerky and watching Sheleen. She had 
taken off her helmet to shake her hair free and comb it with her fin- 
gers. On a cautious impulse he took off his own. As he had half- 
expected, the stars through her eyes were brighter, and the sky a 
deeper sea of space. 

Asher said, talking quickly, the words forced themselves out of his 
mouth, “I never knew whe^er being alone up here made my father 
weird or he started out that way. There must have been something 
off about him to bring a wife and baby up here. All he ever did was 
sit with all the instruments around him and wait to hear from Earth 
or the Aliens. He got paid nearly as much as City councillors, but this 
isn’t a place where you’d want to own things, and there’s nowhere to 
keep them. 

“When I was around five my mother couldn't take it any more and 
went to live on the other side of town, I used to visit her for a while. 
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and then I didn’t When the school jitney would pick me up by the 
escalators the kids looked at me as if I was the Alien. My father 
started drinking seriously and got the d.t.s at night.” He shuddered. 
“One night he either fell or threw himself down the stairs. The day 
he was cremated I went Underside, a bit crazy myself, and ran with 
the trolls, not like Duckfoot’s, but really tou^ ones, I dunno why I 
picked them, one or tw'o I’d been to school with. I wanted to get 
away from space. I was sure of that. I carried an iron bar and stayed 
to one side. 

“Maybe you knew one or two of the anthropologists who come 
Under every once in a while to study the Tribes, collect dialects and 
like that. There was one running with our tribe, and I got to know 
him. After a while they picked a fight with him over some stupid 
thing and killed him. I came Upside and never went down again. 
Since my father’s been gone, nobody wanted to live up here and go 
crazy so they gave up watching.” He cracked his knuckles and won- 
dered why he’d bared his soul. “It’s strange that everything is so 
much like the stories in all those old screenies from Earth.” 

Sheleen said, eyes on the sky, “I never got registered and I don’t 
know who gave me this name. I never knew who my mother and 
father were, either. After I was bom they decided to come up from 
Underside and passed me off to a couple who were going down. 
When that pair thought they couldn’t take care of me or Just got 
tired of me they gave me to some woman they met at a hash party. 
That’s what she told me before she died drunk. I don’t know how 
many times I got traded or if this story is true." She half-turned 
toward him and added, “You must be awfully scared of going crazy 
like your father.” 

“I — I guess I am.” 

“Yeh. Maybe there’s a lot of other people like you.” She took one 
more long hard look at the universe outside, brushed the crumbs off 
herself and went downstairs. 

Asher tried once more to reach his contact, and when there was no 
answer, followed her down. He slept without the helmet; his night- 
mares would not disturb her. But he found himself alone in a tunnel 
of dreams where brightly colored hexagons sang: 

I want to pick a yellow stone and skim it in that sea of space . . . 

I want to reach out for a star and bum its kiss against my face 
— though this seemed quite natural to him, in the dream, it was 
frightening enough that he struggled to wake, and as he did a hot 
whiteness flared against his face and his lower lip stung and sizzled. 
Then somehow he sank back into sleep and when he actually woke 
to see his doorway lightened by the sun he heard an actual voice, 
Sheleen’s, singing in a vivid clear alto: 

Don’t you send me back to hell, man 
don't you tell me it’s gonyia be all right now 
don't you teU me it’s gonna be a wonderful day 
all my troubles in the trash-can 
no, man 

He slid off the hammock, groaning, and as the sound came fix)m his 
mouth realized that he had a blister on his lower lip. So much for 
sleeping without a helmet Her room was empty. “HuUo?” he called. 
“I’m here,” she said from upstairs. “Not many places I could go." 

“I thought I’d heard all the songs going around, but that one’s new 
tome.” 

“I made it up for Duckfoot.” 

“Eh.” The ability was surprising, but not the content It took effort 
not to make a snide remark. 

“I loved him," she said. 

Past tense. He nodded to himself, “Not much use offering you 
breakfast without water." His mouth was dry and sticky. “We’ve got 
to get out of here and find some place else." 

At the last sss sound he spoke, the comm rang. He felt sweat in tlie 
roots of his hair, and sighed. “Yes?” 

“Hello, Asher!” a loud hearty voice said. “This is your neighbor- 
hood Social Engineer. You may not realize this. Mister Seven-three- 
tee-eight-nine-zero-theta-four-flve-two, but you have abducted a ward 
of the City State, legally ceded by her guardian, Doctor Higgs-Partree, 
to our protection. Better come out fast if you don’t want to eat break- 




fast in a cell. Just open tlie door, we’re right outside.” 



N SPITE OF EVERYTHING SHE HAD SAID, HIGGS-PARTREE 
had crumbled, and there was nothing to be done about 
it She was a helpless old woman. Next time Asher saw 
her after that she still had a livid bruise on one cheek- 
bone, and her eyes were very red. 

“Don’t blame me, Asher!” she cried, and wept ag^. 
“I’m not blaming you, Doctor. ” What would be the use 
of that? He’d gotten away with a cracked kneecap, cour- 
tesy of the SocEngs, while he was trying to keep them off Sheleen, 
who was scratching his face to tatters. 

The Jail was full of trolls, so the SocEngs had put an anklet on him 
until his case came up. In the meantime he was not allowed to work 
or even wear his helrnet; his lodging was sealed and for lack of other 
choices he had to stay for a month in what was called a HavNots’ 
Hostel, or Jailbirds Cage, and other names, where he was kicked out 
early in the morning and let in late at night, Rather than dragging the 
heavy anklet around the City he sat on a bench in the Square most of 
the time with his arms folded, trying to ease his wired kneecap so it 
wouldn’t hurt, wondering with dread what was happening to Sheleen 
and not caring much what h^pened to him. 

The anklet, bright red enameled metal, was supposed to be a badge 
of shame like the stocks, or a brand, or a scarlet letter, but almost 
everyone recognized it as too much rough justice dealt by the 
SocEngs. Though Asher got pelted with the occasional corn-cob or 
fruit core, or harangued by some furious soul-saver, more often 
passers left him with a half-sandwich, a candystick, a bulb of soymilk. 
They gave these in an ofihand way and did not hear his thanks. When 
he lost appetite for the offerings he gave them to the children who 
gathered in knots after school-out to see what a dangerous felon 
looked like. 

After several weeks of this someone sat down beside him for the 
first time. Asher kept his eyes straight ahead and braced himself for 
another harangue, but his companion said, “Ah — ” 

Asher turned his head, stared for a moment, and recoiled. “I know 
you. You’re the one Duckfoot called Roach!” 

Roach raised his hands and said, “Uh-uh, no, man! I never got inside 
that Sheleen, didn’t go near her. Don’t ever think it, I’m scared shit- 
less of her.” 

“I have nothing gainst you,” Asher said. “You tried to shut Duck- 
foot up and keep him off Sheleen.” He realized that Roach had cbpped 
his h^, trimmed his beard and was making an effort to look respect- 
able, Iratead of denims he was wearing a black cylon tee and flared 
pants of natural hemp linen. Asher wondered why he had no helmet 
on, “I owe you one." 

“No. You let me get away without ratting on me. He’d do his best 
to kill me when he got out and I’m too old for that" 

“What d’you want with me? I’m next best thing to being in Jail.” 

“I need a Job — I mean I don’t want a J.O.B. with a timeclock, I want 
work and some cred I can buy with instead of crawlin’ up here from 
Undereide and snarling it — ” 

“I’m not even allowed to work — and what kind of work can 
you do?“ 

“I’m the best ESP in town,” Roach said unaffectedly. “I don’t need 
a helmet because I’m a good blocker — except wito that — with 
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Sheleen, and maybe Doctor H-P. I can find out things you wouldn’t 
believe, and nobody looks at me twice.” 

Asher looked at him hard. “What wouldn’t I believe?” 

“Who’s screwing who on Council, who’s blackmailing them, 
what's — ” 

“Stop, for God’s sake! You may be able to block that stuff, but 
I can’t!" 

“No problem. I’ll stick a lock on you. I just wanna know who’d like 
to buy it.” 

“The police sure as hell would, but I’m in the shit with them. I'm 
Just no use to you, Roach." 

“I already peach for the cops off and on. Why d’you think I was 
sucking around that scumbag Duckfoot? I was ready to ring the bells 
any second.” He shut up, and he and Asher locked eyes for a long 
moment “No, man. I couldn’t stop them Jumping her, I was way away 
ducking three knives and a couple of ba^e-axes. Your old gang, man, 
thought I emptied their garya locker. I blinked it but I couldn’t get 
near her." His mind was open. 

Asher shied away from it. “All right, then. You wouldn’t’ve 
dared come near me if you had ... but if you’ve already got some 
work — ” 

“Not enough to eat on, and they wanna keep me Underside crack- 
ing troll gangs, that’s all, and I’m damned if I want my skull split 
over a twist of gaiya, Fd rather have a job like yours. You get a chunk 
of meat once in a while instead of a sheet of protein worth feeding 
carp with." 

“Go ahead and take it. Roach,” Asher said bitterly. “It doesn’t look 
like I’m going to have it any more.” 

“Uh-uh, don’t you worry, You Just haven’t had it long enough to 
know how things go. Sganos’s been after Lady Doc’s job for years, he’s 
got a toy-boy in the SocEngs, the dingo that clocked you, he uses for 
any excuse to crack heads. 'They've both run up a record, they had a 
pet Councillor they blackmailed to keep it quiet But it was one crack 
too many when they picked on H-P ’cause Milord the Mayor used to 
be her lover when he was a law clerk, they would’ve made a match 
but he backed off in the end because she was sterile. He stayed sweet 
on her, I dunno why." 

“My god!" 

“It’s just politics, man, nothin’ but politics. The police knew every- 
thing even before I told them, and they haven’t a thing on you — or 
the ladies. You’ll be free tomorrow.” 

“And Sheleen?" 

“If she keeps her head shut she’s just a victim — and who else 
knows how to take care of her but the old lady?” 

“Did Higgs-Partree know what was going on?” 

“She’d have to. She’s got esp as good as me, but she’s too priss 
to use it.” 

Asher swallowed this. “Ugh.” He felt as if the ground had split like 
a thin skin beneath him and maggots and pus were boiling out of it. 

Roach got up. “So you can see why I’d rather work in your outfit 
than muck around in all that shit” 

“Yeh.” Asher snorted and nearly choked on his own spit “Did you 
take that gai\ja stash. Roach?” 

Roach sniggered. “Gave it all to the police. Almost. Incidentally, 
my name ain’t Roach, it’s Ruiz, but you call me Obtain SHAZAM! — 
with that point on it, ’cause that’s who I am online.” 



“Wait, Mister Captain SHAZAM! — I bet you wouldn’t know who 
gave us away to the sockers.” 

“Nobody had to. It’s on record you lived up there fifteen years, it’s 
your home, man, everybody wants to go home!” 

Next morning a policeman Asher had never met came around to 
the hostel and unlocked his anklet He limped for a long while tvith 
that crocked knee. 

iTY Council couldn’t hang him with 
any charge except trying to protect a 
victim of violence from perceived 
threats of further harm, and his pun- 
ishment was time served, 

Sheleen, who had been muffled in a 
locked helmet in a room with bars, was 
freed and back in Higgs-Partree’s care 
after a month of tormenting her inquisitors with a line of invective 
that turned their faces red and blue. Bareheaded she frightened them; 
caged, she was an enigma, foul-mouthed or not. Asher stayed away 
from her. He didn’t need any more scratches. 

Some time later, after finishing his night shift he took the jitney out 
to the edge of town where those long narrow escalators were, rode 
them upward, climbed the dizzying stair. It was not as frightening as 
sitting on a bench with a broken kneecap. The doors were open. 

Wondering at this, he hesitated at the edge of the foyer, and heard 
a thin voice singing: 

You pulled me out of my hell 

and dragged me into yam's 

you bound my hands with burning chains 

and double-barred the doors — 

someWHO?body/comingdoser/stopDON'Twant/noDON'T/nobody 

lea/me/Jesv/sake/alone! 

Heart beating faster, Asher waited. He could not see her from the 
foot of the ramp. The frail voice rose again: 

I want to live right, see straight 
run into the light 
I want to live like a human being 
not gone I smell your dirty sxoeat 
“Leave me alone Asher damn you!” 

Asher ran up the ramp, the marks of her scratches tingled on his 
face. “You don’t talk to me like that! I did nothing to you but try to 
keep’m off you and they broke my knee for it! I’ll leave you alone and 
you can have this damn place all to yourself, but don’t you ever tell 
me or anybody else I ratted on you!” 

She turned and shrank against the panes as he came at her with his 
crock-kneed run, but he stopped well short of her. 

“I’m sorry!” she whispered. “I didn’t realize they’d hurt you. I’m 
sorry, I was so scared I hit out without thinking.” 

Tliere was nothing else to say. 

He minded his own business then, next seven years, said g'mom- 
ing and g'night every day, trying to keep his eyes away from hers — 
have you ever look^ at me and won^red what I was thinking? 
From an aching distance always lengthening as he rose to higher 
positions, he watched the engines of the City fix her teeth, brighten 
her hair, c^e her, mask her, tame her; Higgs-Partree unbuilding her 
dreams for Sheleen, saving her in the only way she could, now. 
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Gradually, Higgs-Partree overcame her own terror, carefully found 
teachers and other guardians for Sheleen: eventually, allowed to slip 
one cage, she moved away from nurses and keepers to become a 
public voice and a silent self. She had control, new cage. 

SHER SITS HERE ON THE SAME 
bench seven years later with a 
lingering sense of failure, won- 
dering what he could have done, 
never having had a chance to do 
anything, never ^ain touched by 
that feeling of being so alive. 
Sometimes at night he dreams 
of swimming among stars, as fearlessly as if he were surrounded by 
whales and dolphins in a terrestrial sea, and wonders if he is sharing 
the dream, hope, wish of Sheleen or some other yearning sleeper. 
Other times he feels the blister burning on his lip. What did I ever get 
from her? A sore face. He has made matches with two women, nei- 
ther lasted, and he’s still looking for the one that will. For Chrissake, 
Asher, I’d give you everything I have if I thought it was ivhat you 
really wanted, but I don’t know what you want, or if you want any- 
thing at all 

He has not said ten words to Sheleen in the last three or four years 
until the day when SHAZAM! came up in his sidelong way, his usual 
look of being not quite ready to speak. 

“Well, what is it, SHAZAM!?" 

“Ah . . . there’s a stalker.” 

He pulls himself away from those thoughts and casts the net of his 
searching mind over the City. He ought to be home sleeping, he’s 
Director of Security, not a beat cop, and it’s only one snivelling mind 
letting its filthy thoughts discharge, maybe a gormless wacko with a 
nightmare like the others that have been rounded up, given a trank 
and a talk-to, sent home. But SHAZAM! has said staU^ and there are 
no other choices for him now. 

During the years the worst of the trolls have been flushed out and 
set to gathering grapes and husking com, while the robots that were 
doing this are patrolling Underside — H-P’s idea, a better-than-noth- 
ing bandage for a social sore. She’s lying in the Cancer Hospital three 
streets away, having had a breast removed; one more wound. Sleep- 
ing fitfully, she folds her hands over the slowly healing crescent scar. 

Gradu^ the SocEngs have been discredit^ and are no more than 
a shrivelled appendage of the police, and that’s good, but there are 
still not quite enough of them or the police to pull out this wacko 
tonight 

Asher waits. 

It is the twenty-fifth hour and nothing moves in the light of the 
pearl-drop lamps, no current of air disturbs the ivy winding the 
cenotaph. Asher remembers films he has seen in which there are 
night-birds callin g and the chirps of crickets, but there is silence 
here except for the distant cry of a drunk with the d.t.s. The build- 
ings are slabsided and matte-surfaced, the sleepers whitewalled, 
helmeted or wrapped in blurred dreams. Asher knows there’s some- 
thing threatening out there, hears its whisper between the pulses of 
blood in his ears. 

A moped skims toward him and in a moment someone sits 
beside him on the bench. 

Of course it’s Captain SHAZAM! the secret-sucker, who knows all 
and tells what he chooses. Immediately Asher hears the murmur- 
ing of the waking minds around him. 

“You got something?” 

Shazam! finds a slip of paper and rolls a joint 

“Something but I dunno where ...” 

No police around here tonight they’re knocking on the sewer pipes 
and harassing the SexWorx. The too-sweet smoke makes Asher 
sneeze. 

Suddenly, far away and coming nearer a high keening, whining 
mind-voice splits the inner ear; 

get outa my mind you filthy slut bitch whore! 

“There he is, the same one. Christ he just jumped out of nowhere!” 



“Can you get any direction? Somebody’s got to be looking at that 
guy somewhere, or esping him," Asher says. 

“Most anybody going out without a helmet at night is drunk or 
sick — ’’ 

Another mind le^s out in angen 

damned scratchy thing dump it but it’s Doctor’s only one who 
what did I want or expect old woman? no one else to love dear 
God and no escape ever 

“Shit that’s Sheleen taking off her helmet! Didn’t you tell Haskell 
to track her home?” 

“I told him and he did, but that don't mean she couldn’t go out 
again! He isn’t paid to watch her all night!” 

Asher twists his head to look up at her dark window. 

“She’s gotta be somepl — ” 

come out and show your goddam sour face you sonofabitch 
damned bloody gutless — 

“That’s her awright, she somewhere near — ” 
spend life sneaking scaredNEVER walk (out into air and wind) 
down any ordinary street mind my own business DRESS UP in all 
that MUCK like some BITTY KIDDIE’S DOLLY! NOTHING 
AROUND HERE BUT WALLS GOD DAMMIT AND MORE WALLS! 
sing sweet songs SHIT! Jeez Asher if only — 

“Eh, round the comer Library Street — where she headed?” 

“The tower,” Asher whispers. “She’s the one who goes home." 
Jeez Asher if only — Only what? But she didn’t know what herself. 
“Let’s go!” 

And then — 

GIRI.Y GIRLY COMING TO GET YOU RUN RUN RUN BUT I WON’T LET YOU 

Shazam! gives a fearful start 

“What?” 

“That’s not the same one,” Shazam! whispers. There's gonna be 
more of them, y’know, he had smd. He pinches the ember off the 
joint and shoves the stub in his pocket “T^t’s a real nutter, he dunno 
she can’t esp him.” 

They share the firozen feeling. It doesn’t take many nutters to spark 
another sweep of the Great Dread that sends the fearful wakeful ones 
screaming into the streets to kill each other out of sheer terror. 
BUSHEL OF WHEAT, BUSHEL OF CLOVER 
ALL NOT HID CAN’T HIDE OVER! 

Shazam!’s on the moped now. Asher in back, says,. “FU tell the cops 
to stand by.” 

“They won’t know where to find’m if we don’t" 

“And they can’t pull him in for thinking bad thoughts either.” 

“He’s got a police stunner, finger on the trigger.” 

“They can pull him, that case.” He taps his comm, whispers and 
listens. “Eh, there’s a fire in the SexWorx, somebody killed, half the 
force Underside, shit can’t you make this thing go faster?" 

Library Street, buildings cast shadows, windows black, nobody 
here but two men wearing helmets, smoking joints. Asher leans out 
to call, “Sheleen, Sheleen for God’s sake where are you?" 

“She ain’t deaf, man!” one of the smokers calls back, a puff of his 
smoke winds into the branches of the potted trees. 

“Lost her, dunno what” 

“Maybe put her helmet on.” 

“Maybe.” Not in that mood. 

what did you save me for anyway old woman? just to have a 
daughter? for an ornament like icing on bread? to show off one of 
your damned experiments? 
crawling crawling filthy pieces of fiesh 
“First one again, it’s a crazy who doesn’t know enough to put on a 
helmet” 

“Still could be a killer.” 

“Eh.” Shazam! stops the moped and scans the silence. “She’s on 
Chapel Row,” whispering, “heading for Odler, no other way to go,” 
aims the moped past the baroque Mosque and the cubic Yeshiva, 
swinging around the gothic-style Seminary, pausing at Odler — 
“Sheleen!” Asher calls again, into the echoes, “She must be run- 
ning — or else she’s using those fuzzy thoughts to keep us from know- 
ing ... the way she used to when ...” 
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“She don’t know we’re out after her.” 

“i-efreshed air” it’s fucking POISON wonder babies (used to call 
them babbies huh) don't CHOKE on it bet there’s suits you couldput 
on and go outside with somewhere bet those big ugly rock splitters 
could build — oh satellite expbrers skips you could OH 
“HELLO sweetheart! DON’T YOU REMEMBER ME?” 

Gravel-crusher voice, it’s the rhyming stalker through the sparkles 
of his closed eyes Asher can sense the two of them in confrontation 
under the street lamp between the huddled green arch of the forest 
and the buttress-wings of St Polycarp Chapel. 

Sheleen answers in a perfectly c^t normal voice: “I never saw 
you in my life." 

“YOU DON’T HAVE TO BOTHER LYING TO ME — " 

She’s watching that face: big popping eyes like thyroid in old med- 
ical histories — 

“—AND DON'T YOU INSULT MY eyes! DON'T YOU! DON’T YOU!” 
“Maybe distract him," SHAZAMI says, skimming quietly down 
Odler past Founders Alley toward Farbenstrasse, quietly but not 
quite fast enough. 

Finger on the trigger, Asher’s thinking. “He gets a blink of us he'll 
shoot her, even I can see it — Christ, she just thinks he’s one of those 
dodos that comes on to her in the clubs!" 

“Not any more, she don't,” Shazam! mutters. 

Frightened now, keeping her voice steady: “I’m sorry, I never 
intended to insult you.” 

Trying hard to close down her mind. 

“THEN WATCH IT! — ” 

Asher, with Shazam!’s mind amplifying his own, feels her there 
with Bugeyes pushing forward, his stunner right in her face, backing 
her up Farbenstrasse to where it changes into Forest Road. His hair’s 
whitish and curly, his skin is even more flshbelly pale than that of all 
the other whites in the sunless City. 

Bugeyes dances with the joy of his manic fury. “DON'T THINK YOU 
CAN WRAP ME UP IN THAT FUZZY FEELGOOD SHIT, IT DOESN’T WORK ON 
ME I’M FREE AS YOU CAN SEE , . . AND YOU REMEMBER ME, DEAR, I’M THE 
ONE THAT LOCKED YOU AND UNLOCKED YOU — ” 

Back in that jail cell with the cage on her head: yes, she remem- 
bers him. 

“NOW I’M GOING TO OPEN YOU UP AND SHUT YOU — ” 

Skimming the comer up Farbenstrasse Shazam! switches off his 
headlight and Asher snarls, “Faster, for Chrissake, move in!" 

And the other voice — “no! leave her to me! the bitch is mine!” 
vaults across the road from where a figure has been waiting hidden 
behind the vineyard fence, “always singing me love love love and i 
send all my love to you and you don’t care you rotten filthy teasing 
bitch,” jumping the fence and running forward now, a heavy sweaty 
man squealing rage — 

Sheleen cries out with a jet of fear, “You damned fools, I can't even 
esp you!" 

The minds are deadly still; she has said the worst thing. There never 
was hope for them. 

Asher tries in vain to reach them, his will is stronger than his 
esp, and he cries aloud to Shazam! — "Call them, damn you!" — 
but Shazam! has caught the fear, he closes his mind and crouches 
paralyzed. 

Asher can see them with his own eyes now, down the road at the 
last street lamp by the Eastern Gate of the forest, Sheleen’s backed 
up against the standard with her hands out, Bugeyes pinning her 
there with his hand flat between her breasts (hurts) and the gun’s 
muzzle pressing under the angle of her jaw as if it was taking her 
pulse, the fat man squealing and gesticulating, running forward in a 
stumbling gait — 

The moped sputters to astop, Asher pounds Shazam! on the shoul- 
der and yells, “Damn you Shazam! what’n bloody hell’s the matter 
with you!” 

But Shazam ! has drifted off to some place he’d rather be, and Asher 
jumps off the moped, gun in hand and begins to run. 

If Bugeyes sees or hears this he gives no sign. He swings his arm 




and fires one dart, the yearning fat man falls with a single ciy, twitches 
for a moment and is still. 



I N SILENCE. THE WORLD COMES ALIVE WITH 
dreamers. It is as if all of Asher’s own feelings 
of fear, despair and suffocation have joined 
those of everyone alive here in this night The 
Earth that men and women have idealized in 
their minds for nearly three centuries as a 
refuge with its sunlit meadows, rivers and 
flowers, fresh wind and driving rain, falls like 
shattered glass and leaves only the sharp edges of anger, the limits 
of closing walls, pressing smothering bodies, minds raw and bitter 
with old gnawing grudges and trapped by telepathy into sharing them, 
wasted dreams of the new future when it is the old past they are 
caged in — Sleepers rise from their sweated beds, claw at the doors 
and cry Out! Let me out! Their fear radiates like a black mist Higgs- 
Partree twists in her bed, wakes up shivering, cries Oh! and gasps for 
breath. 

Asher, trembling in his gut, wanting to throw up, pushes everything 
aside, rushes forward yelling “Stop! Stop!” 

Once again Bugeyes swings his gim away from Sheleen to take aim, 
at Asher. 

Asher’s wrist tingles lightly and he ignores it. He’s afraid to fire his 
short-barrelled stunner at this long range, he has only fired it twice 
in all his working years. 

Bugeyes, aiming, yells, “YAAAA!" 

Sheleen takes one deep breath, screams: “NO!” Then: 
damn you to hell you’ie on fire your blood is boiling your brain 
is bursting your rotten guts explode — YOUR FILTHY HEARTS A 
CINDER! DAMN YOU BURN! 

She’s trembling with rage, has put a lifetime of it in one instant. 
Her face is streaked red and white with it 
Asher, jolted, is surprised to see that Bugeyes is still whole. But 
her blast has stopped him in mid-yell, eyes gaping and arms flung out 
Sheleen shoves at him with all her strength, he stumbles, tries to 
catch himself, falls back, loses the gun — 

Asher, with a free target, fires and fires. But the dart is only a tran- 
quilizer, enough to calm a violent patient, that’s all. One of them hits 
Bugeyes in an ankle, he can’t stand up, but he scrambles for the gun 
on his knees, grabs — 

Asher fires once more, but his arm is going dead and the gun drops 
from his hand: the dart he’s taken is no tranquilizer. Numbness creeps, 
his teeth chatter and he falls to his knees 
ShazamI’s here, jolted out of his trance, grabs the gun and shoots 
Bugeyes dead. 

Everything is quiet for a moment: bodies lying still, Sheleen cling- 
ing to ^e street lamp, Asher moving feebly as the numbness slides 
down his right side, SHAZAM! kneeling beside him. 

Then Asher hears the police sirens, senses Sheleen’s dazed weep- 
ing, and realizes that he, SHAZAM! and Sheleen are no longer alone. 
The wakened sleepers are gathering around them. They have heard 
the sirens, felt the searing flames of the fire underground, shared all 
of Sheleen’s fears, They gape at the bodies and cry out 
Tangled in shreds of nightmare they are yelling, “Let us out! Get us 
out of here!” Sleepless old men and women, young ones with whim- 
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pering babies, late-waking divinity students in skuUc^ and ftinges, 
tarbosh and chador, their minds are flickering with fire and terror 
and they reach for Sheleen as if she has the keys. 

“She’s got to say something!” Asher hisses. He’s within arm’s reach 
of Sheleen but he can’t touch her. “They’ll hurt her — and they won’t 
let in the medevac.” He tries to cry out but his voice is too weak. He 
is trapped in his own nightmare. 

“Tell them, Sheleen!" Shazam! yells. 

yne ... Sheleen’s shivering, trying to be calm. Her face is drawn, 
and suddenly she looks very fi^. She blinks, shakes her head slightly, 
swallows, forces herself to let go of the lamppost Puts her palms to 
her face for a moment, it is like looking through red bars. Me? for all 
those songs I sang that made you feel good for five minutes? For all 
you that let me lie in the garbage? But she damps this thought hard, 
folds down her rage, tamps it, reaches into her pocket to take out 
the expensive helmet that Higgs-Partree gave her so long ^o. She 
pulls it on her head and fastens the clasp, tik. 

There is a sough of indrawn breath among the watchers, and they 
strain their ears to listen. 

“All you people,” she begins, catches her breath and says more 
loudly, “no! All us people, we don’t need to get out right now, there’s 
nothing here to make us frightened this minute, tonight, is there? 
Nothing will hurt us here. The air is good. We can breathe it easily, 
There are beds, we can all sleep tonight There is plenty of food, we 
will all have breakfast tomorrow. There is everything here for us to 
live safely for a thousand years. We don’t need permission from Earth 
to do this, they have their own worries, troubles, fights." 

Her voice is quiet, and it is only her voice, unmediated by telepa- 
thy, “What we need is to be able to get out of here so that we can do 
new things in new places, We can’t do that by opening any door, and 
we damned well can’t do it by kiliing each other the way these men 
have done.” She watches the listeners carefully. No, they’re not going 
to kill anyone. 

Slowly as she speaks she unclasps her helmet and pulls it off. “We 
have to build our way out of here, in satellites, unmanned explorers, 
and maybe real ships like the one we landed in. It would take a long 
time, and an awful lot of work, but wouldn’t you be grateful to do it 
and feel freer living here when it’s your own future you’re building? 
That’s not so frightening really, is it?” 

If she gives the listeners a glimpse of moving among stars and land- 
ing on worlds with strange horizons it is as calm and limpid as a 
reflection in a pool. “Don’t you think all those huge machines we’ve 
got could do that, if we wanted it? Instead of making velvet jackets, 
sewing needles and fake flowers? Wouldn’t the builders and found- 
ers have been stupid if they didn’t make plans for that!” 

Shazam! suddenly bursts out snarling in esp and voice: “LETS 
GO KNOCK CITY COUNCIL’S TEAKETTLE AND FIND OUT 
WHERE THOSE PLANS ARETThen claps his hand over his mouth 
and pulls back. 

“Plans?” Asher tries to move and winces. “When did you find — ?” 

Shazam! gulps. “Damned if I know! It just came out of my head 
like that!” 

Sheleen says quietly — and quickly, before the audience can stir, 
“Yes, why not ask City Council? That’s what they exist for — serving 
us, don’t you think? Tonight you can sleep and dream on this ... ” 

The police have come and they are carefully dispersing the gath- 
ering. “I think I’m going,” Asher says faintly. 

“No no! You got to stay awake, man!” But a shadow is falling over 
everything and he falls too. 

SHER’S NOT SURE WHETHER HE’S 
dead, and briefly he wonders 
whether he’s gone crazy like his 
father, orjust into limbo, but if he 
has there’s no help for it. 

'Through the huge window he 
watches giant steel limbs thrash- 
ing and pumping until the dust 
flows around them and dims the brassy light of the sun. He sees them 



become slow, clumsy, rusty, until they slump in their dust, dead. 

He’s afraid they vrill never come to life again, and flings his arms, 
kicks his legs, battling his way upward into consciousness. 

Some voice — Asher will never know whose — says: HOW IN 
BLOODY HELL DID HE FIND OUT ABOUT THOSE PLANS? 

“AN INTERESTING QUESTION,” ASHER SAYS. ALIVE AFTER ALL, HE 
opens his eyes. He is in the Cancer Hospital, where he’s never been 
except to visit Higgs-Partree. “If I’m alive that gun wasn’t so danger- 
ous.” 

“You’ve had the antidote,” Sheleen says witheringly. She’s sitting 
beside the bed. 

He notices tears on her face. “What are the tears for? I’m glad to 
be alive, and damned glad you are!” 

Her mouth twitches, not with laughter. “I wanted to tell them to 
get off their backsides and all I could do was send them off bleating 
like sheep!” 

“You’re crying for that? You kept them from killing us all in 
their panic!” 

She sniffs. “Think they’re going to be jumping off into space 
any minute?” 

“It took millions of years for Earth to do it. Maybe we’ll be a 
bit quicker.” 

“^td so many people have been killed! Nothing I do makes any 
difference.” 

“So many killed?" He tries to sit up, but everything goes black until 
he lies down again. 

“That fat one, and one of those two, I don’t remember which, threw 
a bomb into the SexWorx that killed three people — ” 

A bomb! So much for thinking the world is safe! 

“ — and whatever I do makes them worse! Just like Duckfoot!” 

“That was never your fault, Sheleen!” he says quickly. “You didn’t 
make those deaders anything. In a small barrel you can’t afford many 
bad monkeys.” 

“Don’t joke with me, Asher! It’s terrible to think I could be the cause 
of death. All that stupid singing — take them where they want to go! 
I don’t know where the hell they want to go to!” 

“'Then why don’t you take them where you want to go? I’ll follow. 
I love you, Sheleen.” He can’t help it, he had to say it sooner or later. 
In spite of everything. Now she’s going to bite his head off ... at least 
she’s wearing the helmet 

Her mouth goes twitchy again with some mix of emotions and she 
takes lus hand, a finger at a time. He says, “You have helped, you 
know, lots of people — and you could run for City Council!” 

She grins, ftet time Asher’s caught her doing it. “I’d scare tlie hell 
out of them." Then whispers: “All those years — Jeez Asher, couldn’t 
you have said ...” He feels her pulses stirring and they stir his own. 

“I was afraid — no. 'That’s not all of it I never knew I really loved 
you then, not quite. And I really was scared.” And you’re not that 
easy to love either, but you're still mare alive than — yes, almost 
anybody else on this world. 

She sighs, grips his hand for a moment, lets it go, says, “Let me 
think a bit, Asher. They’ll be letting you out in a few days.” Bites her 
lip. “I’ll see you, soon." 

He does not say, Is that a pyvposal? 

He watches vid, usual old films vrith happy endings, a lot of news 






reports about the fire-bombing, no mention of Sheleen, ha. He sleeps 
a bit, and wakes up to find Shazam! in the chair beside the bed. He's 
got a helmet on too. He opens his mouth to speak. 

“You don’t have to say anything,” Asher says. “Whatever it was, you 
saved me." 

“That ain’t all of it You ain't anywhere near it." He fidgets. “I was 
scared shitless.” He gulps down whatever bitterness is in his mouth. 
“When I was a knock-kneed kid living Underside there was this dirty 
brat with the esp like hers, yeh, the one H-P always blubbers about, 
a real filthy shitmouth that ran off at everybody, bigger than me, 
punched me up all the time, I was real scared of him, I’d hide when 
I saw him coming. He got beat up by his crazy family, they didn’t 
know what was doing with him. I didn’t either. One day a bunch of 
trolls started kicking at him and I thought he had it coming. I didn’t 
know they were gonna kill him.” He shuts his mouth and sits grip- 
ping his Imees. 

“There were a lot of them, and a lot bigger than you, I bet,” Asher says. 
“Yeh. But I could’ve got help somewhere.” 

Asher remembers his days and nights Underside. “I’ve been 
through that Nobody would’ve come. I'd have been dead if you hadn’t 
shot that nutter.” 

“Eh. But I’m still scared of her." He stands up. “And that Bugeyes, 
he had blood cornin’ out of his ears. I think he was near dead when I 
got him.” 

After he leaves Asher rubs his lip and does a lot of thinking. 

Two days later he puts on his clothes and visits Higgs-Partree two 
floors up. She’s wrapped in extra tubes and monitors fi-om the heart 
attack she had during the night of terror. She’s not ready to die yet, 
but still looks pinched and pale. “Don’t stir her up,” the nurse warns. 

He sits down and takes her hand, it’s his privilege after all the years. 
It’s old and bony, but stiU grips fiercely. 

“Are there really plans?” he asks. She must know; She’s got esp as 
good as me but she’s too p}iss to use it, Shazam! said. Who else would 
have known? 

She laces her fingers over the wound on her chest “I’m sure there 
are, it would be obvious to plan ahead, though I don’t know how your 
friend found out People do seem to know about them, and one day 
someone will find them, and we’ll start the whole thing all over again. 
I’m glad I don’t know where they are!” 

There is a flicker of joy in her mind just the same. “That damned 
wild woman, Asher, you think she’s safe at last?" 

“I think so. They can’t jail her for singing love songs.” 

“Good ... she never really was the dangerous one, Asher. It’s the 
one that can read your mind and you can’t read his.” 

“We’ll breed out the esp before that happens. You’ll see.” 

“Not I, Asher.” she smiles grimly. “Not I.” She whispers, “One or 
two bad monkeys gone at least ...” 

Asher startles. Blood coming out of his ears 
Higgs-Partree flashes him one black glance with a lightning- 
flare in it. 

The back ofhis neck tingles, he nods and stands. “Get well quickly. 
Doctor." Hollow words. 

“Thank you, Asher. Just pass me my helmet over there before you go." 
Next day Asher walks out of the Hospital and takes the jitney to the 
edge of town and the long narrow escalators. The doors to the tower 
have been removed and many young people visit it; they have created 




a little shrine of green branches and ears of com, and there are a half- 
score here playing twangy music and smoking flower-petal incense, 
innocent stuff. They don’t notice Asher. 

M e stands where Sheleen had 
stood, watching the falling sun, 
the brightening stars, the great 
machines of blackened steel as 
they dig and rise, hunker and 
swing. As the sky darkens into 
evening they slow, shuddering, 
and stop — are stopped so that 
their deep vibrations will not disturb sleepers. Asher watches them 
without fear, and has almost a twinge of nostalgia for that childish 
thrill of terror. 

He goes home to eat supper and write his letter of resignation, and 
wipes it off the screen again as usual. 

Then he puts on the hat he doesn’t need, shoves his hands in his 
pockets and saunters around Malkenu’s Ironworks down Odler Road 
and along Drent Street toward the Jazzerama. 

There are lots of people, men and women, young and old, waiting 
on the pavements tonight, some of them smotog, one or two of them 
with a joint Asher pays no attention; he knows the biggest marijuana 
plant in the world is still growing Underside, a century and a half old 
at least. 

Inside the club is crammed, and he squeezes into a seat at the back. 
A hand sweeps aside the blue velvet curtain: Sheleen comes out and 
closes it behind her in one swift movement 
She’s barefaced — no more goddam masks! — and she’s found 
something dark and glittery to wear. 

She bows, nods wisely at the audience, and begins to sing in a whis- 
pery voice: 

/ want to pick a yellow stone and skim it in that sea of space . . . 

I want to reach out for a star and bum its kiss against my face 
to swim the endless sea of space and find a stranger human race 
to touch the farthest wcnid and see a human with a startling face 
A kinder hand, a clearer eye, a whiter sun, a gieener sky 
I want to pick a yellow stone and skim it in that sea of space . . . 
The listeners don’t quite know what to make of this, they shift and 
rustle, wonder where’s it all leading, it’s not quite right . . . 

Sheleen grins ruefully and shakes her head. The sitar tingles into 
life and she sings: 

Love evolves like planets turning 
ever to the burning sun — 

The audience sighs and sits back, Asher stands and begins to work 
his way down front looking for a seat Sheleen sees him and beck- 
ons: Come! 

Love’s the crown of evolution! 
nothing further to be won! 
it’s no sin, it’s absolution! 
passion bums from sun to sun! 

Asher’s at the foot of the platform now and looks up. Sheleen 
holds out a fist toward him and for a moment he thinks she’s about 
to give him the finger but at the last, the very last second she grins 
again, opens it like a branch of roses and he takes it gingerly, for 
fear of thorns. □ 
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For the first time in three years... 
return to the world of Pern — 
and celebrate the thirtieth anniversary 
of a bestselling science fiction phenomenon! 



The new Pern novel 



When pioneers from Earth took their first steps 
toward creating a new home on the planet Pern, 
Anne McCaffrey took the first step toward creating 
a science fiction legend. Thirty years later, 
the adventures of the Dragonriders of Pern 
are modern classics of imagination.... 

And now the legend continues! 





Mankind has finally 
returned in triumph to the 
surface ofthe Moon. One 
problem remains, however: 
Which Moon is it anyway? 



ADO WAS ALONE ON THE PRIMEVAL 
beach of Cape Canaveral, in his 
white lunar-surf ace pressure suit, 
holding his box of Moon rocks and 
sampling tools in his gloved hand. 
He lifted up his gold sun visor 
and looked around. The sand was 
hard and flat. A little way inland, 
a row of scrub pines, maybe ten feet tall. 

There were no ICBM launch complexes here. 

There was no Kennedy Space Center, in fact: no space 
program, evidently, save for him. He was stranded on 
this empty, desolate beach. 

As the light leaked out of the sky, an unfamiliar Moon 
was brightening. 

Bade glared at it. “Moon Six, ” he said. “Oh, shit. ” 

He took off his helmet and gloves. He picked up his 
box of tools and began to walk inland. His blue over- 
shoes, still stained dark gray from lunar dust, left crisp 
Moonwalk footprints in the damp sand 
of the beach. 



Bado drops down the last three feet of 
the ladder and lands on the foil-covered 
footpad. A little gray dust splashes up 
around his feet. 

Slade is waiting with his camera. “OK, 
turn around and give me a big smile. Atta 
boy. You look great. Welcome to the 
Moon.” Bado can’t see Slade’s face, behind 
his reflective golden sun visor. 



BY STEPHEN BAXTER 
Illustrated by Doug Andersen 



Bado holds onto tlie ladder wth liis right hand and places his left 
boot on the Moon. Then he steps off with his right foot, and lets go 
of tlie LM. And there he is, standing on tJie Moon. 

Tlie suit around him is a waiin, comforting bubble. He hears the 
hum of pumps and fans in tlie PLSS — his baclqrack, tlie Portable Life 
Support System — and feels the soft breeze of ox 7 gen across his face. 

He takes a halting step forward. The dust seems to crunch 
beneatli his feet, like a covering of snow: There is a firm footing 
beneath a soft, resilient layer a few inches thick. Ilis footprints ai'e 
miraculously sharp, as if he’s placed his ridged overshoes in fine, 
dantp sand. He takes a photograph of one part icularly well-defined 
print; it will persist here for millions of years, ho realizes, like the 
fossilized footprint of a dinosaur, lo be eroded away only by the 
slow rain of micrometeorites, that echo of the titanic bombar-d- 
ments of the deep past. 

He looks around. 

The LM is standing in a broad, shallow crater. Low hills shoulder 
above the close horizon. There are craters everywhere, ranging 
from several yards to a thumbnail width, the low sunlight deepen- 
ing their shadows. 

They call the landing site Taylor Crater, after that district of El 
Lago — close to the Mamied Spaceciaft Center in Houston — where 
he and Fay have made their home. This pond of frozen lava is a rel- 
atively smooth, flat surface in a valley once flooded by molten rock. 
Tlieir main objective for the flight is another crater a few hundred 
yards to the west that tliey’ve named after Slade’s home district of 
Wildwood. Surveyor 7, an unmanned robot probe, set down in Wild- 
wood a few years before; the astronauts m e here to sample it. 

This landing site is close to TVcho, the fresh, bright crater in the 
Moon’s soutlrem highlands. As a kid Bado had shar{) vision. He 
was able to see Tycho with his naked eyes, a bright pinprick on 
that ash-white surface, with rays that spread right across the face 
of the full Moon. 

Now he is here. 

Bado turns and bounces back toward the LM. 

AFTER A FEW MILES HE GOT TO A SMALL TOWN. 

He hid his lunar pressure suit in a ditch, and, divssed in his 
tube-covered cooling garment, smick into someone’s backyard. He 
stole a pair of jeans and a shirt he found hanging on the line there. 

He hated having to steal; he didn’t plan on having to do it again. 

He found a small bar. He walked stmight in and asked for a job. 
He knew he couldn’t afford to hesitate, to hang around figuHng 
what kind of world he’d finished up in. He had no money at all, but 
right now he was clean-shaven and presentable. Afeiv days of sleep- 
ing mugh would leave him too dirty and stinking to be employable. 

He got a job washing glasses and cleaning out thejohn. That Jirst 
night he slept on a park bench, but bought himself breakfast and 
cleaned himself up in a gas station john. 

After a tveek, he had a little money saved. He loaded his lunar 
gearinto an old tmnk, and hitched to Daytona Beach, afew miles 
up the coast. 

They cumb easily out of Taylor. 

Their first Moonwalk is a misshapen circle that will take them 
aromid several craters. The cratere ai e like drill holes, tlie geologists 
say, excavations into lunar histoiy. 

The first stop is the north rim of a 100-yard-wide crater they call 
Huckleberry Finn. It is about 300 yards west of tlie LM. 

Bado puts down the tool canier. This is a handheld tray, with an 
assortment of gear rock hammers, sample bags, core tubes. He leans 
over, and digs into the lunar surface with a shovel. Wlien he scrapes 
away the gray upper soil he finds a lighter gray, Just imder the surface. 

“Hey, Slade. Come look at this." 

Slade comes floating over. “How about that. I tliink we found some 
ray material.” Ray material here will be debris from tlie impact that 
formed TVcho. 

Lunar geology has been shaped by the meteorite impacts that 
pounded its surface in prehistory. A main purjiose of sending tliis 



mission so far souUi is to keep them away from the massive impact 
that created tlie Mare Imbrium, in the northern hemisphere. Ray 
material unpolluted by Imbrium debris will let them date tlie more 
recent TVcho impact. 

And here Uiey ha\'e it, riglit at tlie start of their first Moonwalk. 

Slade flips up his gold visor so Bado can see his face, and grins at 
him. “How about that. We is looking at a full-up mission here, boy.” 

Tliey finish up quickly, and set off at a nm to the next stop. Slade 
looks like a human-shaped beach ball, his suit brilliant white, bounc- 
ing over Uie beach-like surface of tlie Moon. He is whistling. 

They are approaching tlie walls of Wildwood Crater. Bado is going 
slightly uiihill, and he can feel it. The carrier, loaded up with rocks, 
is gelt ing harder to carry too. He has to hold it up to his chest, to keep 
tlie rocks from bouncing out when he runs, and so he is constantly 
fighting the stiffness of his pressure suit. 

“Hey, Bado,” Slade says. He comes loping down the slope. He 
points. “Take a look.” 

Bado has, he realizes, reached the rim of Wildwood Crater. He is 
standing on top of its dune-like, eroded wall. And there, planted in the 
crater’s center, is the Surveyor. It is less than 100 yards from him. It 
is a squat, tliree-legged frame, like a broken-off piece of an LM. 

Slade grins. “Does that look neat? We got it made, Bado.” Bado 
claps his commander’s shoulder. “Outstanding, man.” He knows Uiat 
for Slade, gelling to the Surveyor, bringing home a few pieces of it, 
is tlie finish line for the mission. 

Bado looks back east, tiie way they have come. He can see the big, 
shallow dip in the land tliat is Taylor, with the LM resting at its cen- 
ter like a toy in the palm of some huge hand. It is a glistening, filmy 
constnict of gold leaf and aluminum, bristling with antennae, dock- 
ing taigets, and reaction control tliruster assemblies. 

Two sets of footsteps come climbing up out of Taylor toward them, 
like footsteps on a beach after a tide. 

Bado tips back on his heels and looks at the sky. 

Tlie sky is black, empty of stars; his pupils are closed up by tlie 
dazzle of tlie sun, and tlie reflection of tlie pale brown lunar surface. 
But lie can see tlie Eaith, a fat crescent, four times the size of a full 
Moon. And there, crossing the Zenitli, is a single, brilliant, imwinking 
star the orbiting Apollo CSM, witli A1 Pond, Uieir command module 
pilot, waiting to lake tliem home. 

There is a kind of shimmer, like a heat haze. And the star goes out. 

Just like tliat — it. vanishes from the sky, directly over Bado’s head. 
He blinks, and moves his head, stiffly, thinking he might have just 
lost the Apollo in tlie glare. 

But it is gone. 

Wliat, then? Can it have moved into tlie shadow of the Moon? But 
a little thouglit knocks out that one; the geometry, of sun and Moon 
and spacecraft, is all wiong. 

And anyhow, what was that heat haze shimmer? You don’t get heat 
haze where there’s no air. 

He lowers his head. “Hey, Slade. You see that?” 

But Slade isn’t anywhere to be seen, eitlier the slope where he’s 
been standing is smooth, empty. 

Bado feels his lieart hammer. 

He lets go of the tool carrier — it drifts down to the dust, 
spilling rocks — and he lopes forward. “Come on, Slade. Where 
the hell are you?” 

Slade is famous for “gotchas”; he is planning a few that Bado 
knows about, and probably some he doesn’t, for later in tlie mission. 
But it is hal'd to see how he’s pulled tliis one off. There is nowhere 
to hide, damn it. 

He gets to where he thinks Slade was last standing. There is no 
sign of him. And Uiere aren’t even any footsteps, he realizes now. The 
only marks under his feet are tliose made by Iiis own boots, leading 
off a few yards away, to the north. 

And they start out of nothing, it seems, like Man Friday steps in 
the crisp virgin Moon-snow. As if he’s stepped out of nowhere onto 
the regolith. 

Wlien he looks back to the east, he can’t see the LM either. 

“Slade, this isn’t funny, damn it” He starts to bound, liastily, back 
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in tlie direction of tlie LM. His clumsy steps send up parabolic sprays 
of dust over unmarked regolitli. 

He feels his breath getting shallow. It isn’t a good idea to panic. He 
tells himself that maybe tlie LM is ludden behind some low ridge. Dis- 
tances are deceptive here, in tliis airless shaipness. 

“Houston, Bado. I got some kind of situation here.” Tliere isn’t a 
reply immediately; he imagines his radio signal crawling across the 
light-seconds’ gulf to Eaith. “I’m out of contact with Slade. Maybe 
he’s fallen somewhere, out of sight. And I don’t seem to be able to see 
tlie LM. And . . . 

“And someone’s wiped over our footsteps, while I wasn’t looking.” 

Nobody is replying, he realizes. 

Tliat stops him shoit. Dust falls over his feet. On the surface of t he 
Moon, notlnng is moving. 

He looks up at tlie crescent Earth. “All, Houston, tliis is Bado. 1 lous- 
ton. John, come in, capcom.” 

Just silence, static in his headset. 

He starts moving to tlie east again, breath- 
ing hard, the sweat pooling at his neck. 

He rented an apartment. 

He got himself a better job i n a mdio store. 

In the Air Force, before joining NASA, he’d 
specialized in electmiics. He'd been appre- 
Jmisive that he might not be able to find his 
way aivund the gear here, bid he found it 
simple — almost crude, compaivd to what 
he'd been used to. They hod lronsisto)s here, 
but they still used big chunky valves and 
paper capacitors. It was like being back in 
the early '60s. Radios wete popular, but there 
were few lYs: small black and white gadgets, 
the reception lousy. 

He began watching the 7V neivs and read- 
ing the netcspape)s, Dyi ng to figum out what 
kind of ivoHd he'd been dropped in. 

The weatho'foi'ecasts were lousy. 

And foreign news reports, even on the 
TV, were sent by wire, like they’d been 
when he was a kid, and were often a day or 
two out of date. 

The Vietnain War was unfolding. But 
ttme'd been none of the pjvtesls against the 
war here like he'd seen back at home. There 
were no live TV pictures, no color satellite 
images ofsoldieis in the mud and the rain, 
napaiming civilians. Nobody knew what 
was happening out there. The tmetion to the 
war was more like what he remembered of 
World War II. 

There really was no space program. Not just the manned stuff 
had gone: Thei'e were no ^vealher satellites, communication satel- 
lites. Sputnik, Explorer, and all the rest just hadn't happened. The 
Moon was just a light in the sky that nobody cared about, like when 
he was a kid. It was brighter, though, because of that big patch of 
highland where Imbrium shoidd have been. 

On the other hand, there were no ICBMs, as far as he could tell. 

HIS MOUTH IS BONE-DRY FROM 'FHE PURE OXYGEN. HE IS BRE/\THING 
hard; he hears the hiss of water tlnough the suit’s cooling system, 
the pipes that curl aiound his limbs and chest. 

There is a rational explanation for this. There has to be. Like, if 
he’s got out of line of sight with the LM, somehow, he’s invisible to 
tlie LM’s radio relay, tlie Lunar Communications Relay Unit. He is 
linked to tliat by VHF, and tlien by S-band to the Eaith. 

Yeali, tliat has to be it. As soon as he gets back in line of sight of 
tlie LM, he can get in touch witli home. And maybe witli Slade. 

But he can’t figure how he could have gotten out of the LM’s line 
of sight in the first place. And what about. tJie vanished footsteps? 



He tries not to think about it. He just concentrates on loping for- 
wai'd, back to the LM. 

In a few minutes, he is back in Taylor Crater. 

Tliere is no LM. The regolitli here is undisturbed. 

Bado bounces across tlie virgin surface, scuffing it up. 

Can he be in the wrong place? The lunai' surface does have a ten- 
dency to look the same everywhere . . . Hell, no. He can see he is right 
in the middie of Taylor; he recognizes the shapes of tlie hills. There 
can’t be any doubt. 

What, then? Can Slade have somehow gotten back to tlie LM, taken 
off without him? 

But how can Bado not have seen him, seen the boxy LM ascent 
stage lilt uj) into the sky? And besides, tlie regolith would be marked 
by the iiscent stage’s blast. 

And, he realizes dimly, there would, of course, be an abandoned 
descent platform here, and bits of kit. And 
their footsteps. His tliouglits are sluggish, his 
realization coming slowly. Symptoms of 
shock, maybe. 

Tlie fact is tliat save for his own footfalls, 
the regolith is as unmarked as if he’s been 
dropped out of tlie sky. 

And meanwhile, nobody in Houston is talk- 
ing to him. 

He is ashamed to find he is crying, mum- 
bling, tears rolling down his face inside 
his helmet. 

He starts to walk back west again. Follow- 
ing his own footsteps — the single line he 
made coming back to find the LM — he works 
his way out of Taylor, and back to the rim of 
Wildwood. 

Hell, he doesn’t have any other place to go. 
As he walks he keeps calling, for Slade, for 
Houston, but there is only static. He knows 
his signal can’t reach Earth anyway, not with- 
out tlie LM’s big S-band booster. 

At Wildwood’s rim tliere is notliing but the 
footfalls he left earlier. He looks down into 
Wildwood, and tliere sits the Surveyor, glis- 
tening like some aluminum toy, unperturbed. 

He finds his dropped carrier, with the 
siiilled tools and bagged rocks. He bends side- 
ways and scoops up the stuff, loading it back 
into the carrier. 

Bado walks down into Wildwood, spraying 
lunai* dust aliead of Iiini. 

He examines the Surveyor. Its solar cell 
array is stuck out on a boom above him, 
maybe ten feet over the regolith. The craft 
bristles with fuel tanks, batteries, antennae, and sensors. He can see 
the craft’s mechanical claw where it has scraped into the lunar 
regolith. And he can see how the cinffs wliite paint has turned tan, 
maybe from exposure to the sunlight. There are splashes of dust 
under the vernier rocket nozzles; tlie Surveyor is designed to land 
hm-d, and the tlu-ee pads have left a finii imprint in the surface. 

He gets hold of a landing leg and shakes tlie Surveyor. “OK,” he 
calls up. “I’m jiggling it. It’s planted here.” Tliere was a fear that the 
Suiveyor might tip over onto tlie astronauts when they try to work 
with it. That evidently isn’t going to happen. Bado takes a pair of cut- 
ting shcai-s from his canier, gets hold of tlie Surveyor’s TV camera, 
and starts to chop through the camera's support struts and cables. 
“Just, a couple more tubes,” he says. “Tlien tliat baby’s mine.” 

He’ll finish up his Moonwalk, he figures, according to tlie time line 
in the siiiial-bound checklist on liis cuff. He’ll keep on reporting his 
obscivations, in case anyone is listening. And then . . . when he gets 
to (he end of the walk, he’ll figure out what to do next. Later there wiD 
be anol her boimdaiy, when liis PLSS’s consumables expire. He’ll deal 
with (hose tilings when tliey come. For now, he is going to work. 



ItwUl 
persist here 
formitUons 
of years, 
he realizes, 
tike the 
fossilized 
foo^rintofa 
dinosaur. 
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The camera comes loose, and he grips it 
in his gloves. “Got it! It’s ours!" 

He drops the camera in his carrier, breath- 
ing hard. His moutli is dry as sand; he’d give 
an awful lot for an ice-cool glass of water, 
right here and now. 

There is a shimmer, like heat haze, cross- 
ing between him and the Surveyor. Just like 
before. 

He tilts back and looks up. There is old 
Earth, the fat crescent And a star, briglit and 
unwavering, is crossing the black sky, 
directly over his head. 

It has to be the Apollo CSM. 

He drops the carrier to the dirt and 
starts jumping up and down, in great big 
lunar hops, and he waves, as if he is trying 
to attract a passing aircraft. “Hey, Al! A1 
Pond! Can you hear me?” Even without the 
LM, Pond, in the CSM, might be able to 
pick him up. 

His mood changes to something resem- 
bling elation. He doesn’t know where tlie hell 
Apollo has been, but if it is back, maybe soon 
so will be the LM, and Slade, and everything. 

Tliat will suit Bado, right do\vn to the lunar 
ground he is standing on. He’ll be content to 
have it all back the way it had been, tlie way 
it is supposed to be, and figure out what has 
happened to him later. 

“Al! It’s me, Bado! Can you hear me? 

Can you ...” 

Tliere is something wrong. 

That light isn’t staying steady. It is get- 
ting brighter, and it is drifting off its straight line, coming down 
over his head. 

It isn’t the CSM in orbit. It is some kind of boxy craft, much 
smaller than an LM, descending toward him, gleaming in the 
sunlight. 

He picks up his carrier and holds it close to his chest, and stays 
close to the Surveyor. As the craft approaches he feels an unrea- 
soning fear. 

His kidneys send liim a stab of distress. He stands still and lets go, 
into the mine collection condom. He feels shamed; it is like wetting 
liis pants. 

The craft is just a box, on four spindly landing legs. It is coming 
down vertically, standing on a central rocket. He can see no light 
from the rocket, of course, but he can see how the downward blast 
is starting to kick up some dust. It is going to land maybe fifty yards 
from tlie Surveyor, riglitin the middle of Wildwood Crater. Tlie whole 
thing is made of some silvery metal, maybe aluminum. It has a little 
control panel, set at the front, and there is someone at the controls. 
It looks like a man — an astronaut, in fact — his face hidden behind 
a gold-tinted visor. 

Bado can see the blue of a NASA logo, and a dust-coated stars and 
stripes, painted on the side of the craft. 

Maybe fifty feet above the ground the rocket cuts out, and the ci-afi, 
begins to drop. Tlie sprays of dust settle back neatly to the lunar soil. 
Now little vernier rockets, stuck to the side of the open compart- 
ment, cut in to slow the fall, kicking up tlieir own little sprays. 

It is all happening in complete silence. 

Tlie craft hits the ground with a solid thump. Bado can see the 
pilot, the astronaut, flick a few switches, and tlien turn and jump the 
couple of feet down off the little platform to tlie ground. 

The astronaut comes giraffe-loping across the sunlit surface 
toward Bado and stops a few feet from him, and stands tliere, sliglitly 
stooped forward, balancing the weight of his PLSS. 

His suit looks pretty much like a standard EMU, an Apollo 
Extravehicular Mobility Unit There is tlie usual gleaming white over- 



suit — the thermal micrometeorite garment 
— with the lower legs and overshoes scuffed 
and stained with TVcho dust Bado can see 
the PLSS oxygen and water inlets on the 
chest cover, and penlight and utility pockets 
on arms and legs. And there is Old Glory 
stitched to the left arm. 

But Bado doesn’t recognize the name 
stitched over the breast. Williams. There is 
no astronaut of that name in the corps back 
in Houston. 

Bado’s headset crackles to life, startling 
him. 

“I heard you, when the LFU came over the 
horizon. As soon as I got in line of sight, I 
could hear you talking, describing what you 
were doing. And when I looked do\vn, tliere 
you were.” 

Bado is astonished. It is a woman’s voice. 
This Williams is a goddamn woman. 

Bado can’t tliink of a tiling to say. 

He didn't find it hard to find a place in 
the community hei-e and to fabrica te a fake 
ID about his past. Computers were pretty 
piimitive, and there ivas little ovss-check- 
ing of records. 

Maybe, back home, the development of com- 
puters had beeii forced by the Apollo project, 
he specidated. 

He couldn’t see any way he was going to 
get home. He was stuck here. But he swe as 
hell didn’t want to spend his life tuning 
cmmmy 1960’s-design mdios. 

He tinkered with the Surveyor camma he’d retrieved from the 
Moon. As fares he could tell, it was a muchmore lightweight design 
than anything available here. But the manufactunng techniques 
required weren’t much beyond ivhat ivas available hete. 

He started to take the camera components to electwnic engi- 
neering companies. He took apart his lunar suit. In all this world 
thei'c was nothing like the split’s miniatunzed telemetry system. 
He was able to adapt it to be used to transmit EKG data froin 
ambulances to hospital emergency rooms. He sent samples of the 
Beta-cloth outer coverall to a fiberglass company, and showed them 
how the stuff could be used for fire hoses. Other samples went to 
military suppliers to help them put together bette)' insulated blan- 
kets. Die scmtch-pwofleits of the Surveyor cametu 2 vent to an opti- 
cal company to manufacture bette)' safety goggles and other gear. 
The niiniatMi'e, high-peiformance motois dnving the pumps and 
fans of his PLSS found a dozen applications. 

He was careful to patent evei’ything he ‘developed’ frmn his lunar 
equipment. 

Pretty soon, the money started rolling in. 

“Maybe I’m dreaming this," Williams says. “Dehydration, or some- 
thing . . . Uli, I guess I’m pleased to meet you.” 

She has a Tennessee accent, he thinks, 

Bado sliakes the hand. Ho can feel it tlirough his own stiff pressure 
glove. “I guess you’re too solid for a ghost” 

“Ditto,” she says. “Besides, I’ve never met a ghost yet who uses 
VHP frequencies." 

He releases her hand. 

“I don’t know how the hell you got here," she says. “And I guess you 
don't understand this any better than I do.” 

“That’s for sure.” 

She dips her visored head. “What are you doing here, anyway?” 

He holds up the carrier. “Sampling the Surveyor. I took off its 
TV camera.” 

“Oh. You couldn’t get it, though.” 
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“Sure. Here it is.” 

She turns to the Surveyor. “Look over there.” 

The Surveyor is whole again, its TV camera firmly mounted to 
its struts, 

But when he iooks down at his carrier, there is the TV camera he’s 
cut away, lying there, decapitated. 

“Where’s your LM?” she asks. 

Taylor Crater.” 

“Where?” 

He describes the crater’s location. 

“Oh, OK. We’re calling that one San Jacinto. Ah, no, your LM 
isn’t there.” 

“I know. I walked back. The crater’s empty.” 

“No, it isn’t,” she says, but there is a trace of alarm in her voice. 
“That’s where my LM is. With my partner, and the Payload Module.” 
Payload Module? 

“The hell with it," she says. “Let’s go see.” 

She turns and starts to lope back to her flying craft, rocking from 
side to side. He stands there and watches her go. 

After a few steps she stops and turns around. “You want a lift?” 
“Can you take two?" 

“Sure. Come on. What choice do you have, if you’re stuck here 
without an LM?” 

Her voice carries a streak of conunon sense that somehow com- 
forts him. 

Side by side, they bound over the Moon. 

They reach Williams’ flying machine. It is just an aluminum box sit- 
ting squat on its four legs, with vernier rocket nozzles stuck to the 
walls like clusters of berries. The pilot has to climb in at tlie back 
and stand over the cover of the main rocket engine, which is about 
the size of a car engine, Bado supposes. Big spherical propellant and 
oxidizer tanks are fixed to the floor. There is an S-band antenna and 
a VHF aerial. There is some gear on the floor, hammers and shovels 
and sample bags and cameras; Williams dumps this stuff out, briskly, 
onto the regolith. She hops up onto the platform and begins throw- 
ing switches. Her control panel contains a few instruments, a CRT, a 
couple of handsets. 

Bado lugs his heavy tool carrier up onto the platfoim, then he gets 
hold of a rail with both hands and jumps up. 

“What did you call this thing? An LFTJ?” 

“Yeah. Lunar Flying Unit” 

“I’ve got vague memories,” says Bado, “of a design like this. It 
was never developed, when the extended Apollo missions were 
canceled.” 

“Canceled? When did that happen?" 

“When we were cut back to stop when we get to ApoUo 17.” 

“Uh huh,” she says dubiously. She eyes the tool carrier. “You want 
to bring that thing?” 

“Sure. It’s not too heavy, is it?” 

“No. But what do you want it for?" 

Bado looks at the battered, dusty carrier, witli its meaningless load 
of rocks. “It’s all I’ve got.” 

“OK. Let’s get out of here,” she says briskly. 

Williams kicks in the main rocket. Dust billows silently up off the 
ground into Bado’s face. He can see frozen vapor puff out of the atti- 
tude nozzles, in streams of shimmering crystals, as if this is some 
unlikely steam engine, a Victorian engineer’s fantasy of lunar flight. 

The basin of Wildwood Crater falls away. The lift is a brief, com- 
forting surge. 

Williams whoops. “Whee-hoo! What a ride, huh, pal?” She takes the 
LFU up to maybe sixty feet, and slows the ascent. She pitches tlie 
craft over and they begin sailing out of Wildwood. 

The principles of the strange craft are obvious enough to Bado. 
You stand on your rocket’s tail. You keep yourself stable with tlie 
four peroxide reaction clusters, the little vernier rockets spaced 
around the frame, squirting them here and there. When the thrust 
of the single big downward rocket is at an angle to the vertical, the 
LFU goes shooting forward, or sideways, or backward across the 
pitted surface. Williams shows him the hand controls. They are just 



like the LM’s. The attitude control moves in clicks; every time 
Williams turns the control the reaction rockets vrill bang and the 
LFU will tip over, a degree at a time. 'The thrust control is a toggle 
switch; when Williams closes it the lift rockets roar, to give her a 
delta-vee of a foot per second. 

“These are neat little craft,” Williams says. “’They fly on residual 
descent-stage propellants. 'They’ve a range of a few miles, and you can 
do three sorties in each of them.” 

“Each?” 

“We bring two. Rescue capability.” 

Bado thinks he is starting to see a pattern to what has hap- 
pened to him. 

In a way, the presence of the camera in his carrier is reassuring. It 
means he isn’t crazy. There really have been two copies of the Sur- 
veyor; one of which he’s sampled, and one he hasn’t. 

Maybe there is more than one goddamn Moon. 

Moon One is the good old lantern in the sky that he and Slade 
touched down on yesterday. Maybe Slade is still back there, with the 
LM. But Bado sure isn’t. Somehow he stumbled onto Moon 'Two, the 
place with the Surveyor, but no LM. And then this Williams showed 
up, and evidently by tliat time he was on anotlier Moon, Moon Three, 
with its own copy of the Surveyor. And a different set of astronauts 
exploring, vrith subtly different equipment 

As if traveling to one Moon isn’t enough. 

He thinks about that strange, heat-haze shimmer. Maybe that has 
something to do vritli these weird transfers. 

He can’t discuss any of this with Williams, because she hasn’t seen 
any of the changes. Not yet, anyhow. 

Bado clings to the sides of the LFU and watches the surface of the 
Moon scroll underneath liim. 'There are craters everywhere, overlaid 
circles of all sizes, some barely visible in a surface gardened by bil- 
lions of years of micrometeorite impact. 'The surface looks ghostly, 
rendered in black and white, too stark, unmoving, to be real. 

He knew he was taking a risk, but he took his lunar rocks to 
a couple of universities. 

He got laughed out of court. Especially when he wouldn’t 
explain how these charcoal-dark rocks might have got from the 
Moon to the Earth. 

“Maybe they got blasted off by a meteorite stnke, ” he said to an 
‘expert’ at Cornell. “Maybe they drifted in space until they landed 
here. I’ve read about that.” 

The guy pushed his reading glasses further up his thin nose. 
“WcU, that’s possible.” He smiled. “No doubt you’ve been reading the 
same hirid speculation I have, in the popular science press. What 
if rocks get knocked back and forth between the planets? Perhaps 
there are indeed bits of the Moon, even Mais, to be turned up, here 
on Earth. And, since we know living things ca?i survive in the 
interiors of rocks — and since we know that some plants and bac- 
te)ia can survive long periods of doimancy — perhaps it is even 
possible for life to pivpagate itself, aavss the trackless void, in' 
such a manner. ” 

He picked up Bado’s Moon rock, dubiously. “But in thatcasel’d 
expect to see some evidence of the enti'y of this rock into the 
atmosphm'e. Melting, some glass. And besides, this rock is not 
volcanic. Mr. Bado, evei-yone knows the Moon’s major features 
were formed exclusively by vulcanism. This can’t possibly be a 
rock from the Moon.” 

Bado S7iatched back his rock. “That’s Colonel Bado,” Iw said. He 
marched out. 

He gave up, and went back to Daytona Beach. 

THE LFU SLIDES OVER THE RIM OF TAYLOR CRATER. OR SAN JACINTO. 
Bado can see scuffed-up soil below him, and the big Huckleberry 
Finn Crater to his left, where he and Slade made their first stop. 

At the center of Taylor stands an LM. It glitters like some piece of 
giant jewelry, the most colorful object on the lunar' surface. An astro- 
naut bounces aroimd in front of it, like a white balloon. He — or 
she — is working at what looks like a surface experiment pack- 
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age, white-painted boxes and cylinders and masts laid out in a 
star formation and connected to a central nuclear generator by 
orange cables. It looks like an ALSEP, but it is evidently heavier, 
more advanced. 

But the LM isn’t alone. A second LM staiids beside it, squat and spi- 
dery. Bado can see that the ascent stage has been heavily reworked; 
the pressurized cabin looks to be missing, replaced by cargo pallets. 

“That’s your Payload Module, right?” 

“Yeali,” Williams says. “The Limar Payload Module Laboratory. It 
got here on automatics before we left the Cape. Tliis is a dual Saturn 
launch mission, Bado. We’ve got a stay time of four’ weeks.” 

Again he has vague memories of proposals for such tilings: dual 
launches; well-equipped, long-stay jaunts on the surface. But the 
funding squeezes since ’66 have long since put pay to all of that. Evi- 
dently, wherever Williams comes from, t he money is flowing a little 
more freely. 

The LFU tips itself back, to slow its forward velocity. Williams 
throttles back the main motor and the LFU starts to drop down. Bado 
glances at the numbers; the CRT display evolves smoothly through 
height and velocity readings. Bado guesses tire LFU must have some 
simple radar-based altimeter. 

Now the LM and its misshapen partner are obscured by the dust 
Williams’ rocket is kicking up. 

At fifty feet Williams cuts the main engine. Bado feels the drop in 
the pit of his stomach, and he watches the ground explode toward 
him, resolving into unwelcome detail, sharp bouldeis and zap pits 
and footprints, highlighted by the low morning sun. 

Then vernier dust clouds billow up around the LFU. Bado feels a 
comforting surge of deceleration. 

The LFU lands with a jar that Bado feels in Iris knees. 

For a couple of seconds the dust of tlreir landing cloaks the LFU, 
and then it begins to settle out around them, coating the LFU’s sur- 
faces, his suit . 

There is a heat-haze shimnrer. “Oh, shit.” 

Willianrs is busily shutting down the LFU. She tunrs to face liim, 
aironymous behind her visor. 

There wasn’t much astronomy going on at all, in fact, he 
found out when he looked il up in the libmiies. Just a handful of 
big telescopes, scattered around the woiid, with a feiv emsty old 
guys following their obscure, decades-long projects. And all the 
projects were to do with deep space: the stars and beyond. Nobody 
was interested in the Solar System. Certainly in nothing as mun- 
dane as the Moon. 

He looked up at Moon Six, uneasily, with its bright, unscaned 
north-west quadmnt. If that hnbrium meteonte hadn’t hit three 
billion years ago — or in 1970 — ivhere the hell ivas it tme? 

Maybe that big mother was on its ^vay, right now. 

Quietly, he pumped some of his money into funding a little 
leseaivli at the universities mto Eaiili-neighborhood asteroids. 

He also siphoned money into trying tojigw'e out what had hap- 
pened to him. Hoiv he got here. 

As THE LAST DUST SETTLES, BADO LOOKS TOWARD THE CENTER OF TAY- 
lor Crater, to where the twin LMs stood. 

He can make out a blocky shape there. 

He feels a shmp surge of relief. Thank God. Maybe tlris transition 
hasn’t been as severe as some of the others. Or maybe there hasn’t 
been a transition at all . . . 

But Willianrs’ LM has gone, with its cargo-carrying partner. And 
so has the astronaut, with his surface package. But the crater isn’t 
empty. The vehicle that stands in its place Iras the same basic geonr- 
etry as an LM, Bado tlrinks, with a box7 descent stage standing on 
four legs, and a fat ascent stage cabin on top. But it is just fifteen 
feet tall — compared to an LM’s twenty feet — and the cabin looks 
a lot smaller. 

“My God,” Willianrs says. She is just stairding, stock still, staring at 
the little lander. 

“Welcome to Moon Four,” Bado whispers. 
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“My God.” She repeats that over aird over. 

He faces her, and flips up his gold visor so she can see his face. 
“Listen to me. You're not going crazy. We’ve been tlrrough some kind 
of — transition. I can’t explain it.” He grins. It makes him feel 
stronger to think there is someone else more scai'ed, more shocked, 
than Ire is. 

He takes her through his tentative theory of the multiple Moons. 
She turns to face the squat lander again. “I figured it had to be some- 
thing like that.” 

He gapes at her. “You figured?” 

“How the hell else could you have got here? Well, what are we sup- 
posed to do now?" She checks the time on her big Rolex watch. 
“Bado. How long will your PLSS hold out?” 

He feels embarrassed. Shocked or not, she’s cut to tire chase a lot 
more smartly than he’s been able to. He glances at his own watch, 
on the cuff next to his useless checklist. “A couple of hours. Wlrat 
about you?” 

“Less, jrrobably. Come on,” She glides down from the plalfonrr of 
the LFU, her blue boots kicking up a spray of dust. 

“Wlrere are we going?” 

“Over to tlrat little LM, of course. Where else? It’s the only source 
of consumables I can see anywhere around here.” She begins loping 
toward the lander. 

After- a moment, he picks up his carrier, arrd follows her. 

As they approach he gets a better look at the lander. 'Tire ascent 
stage is a bulbous, misshapen ball, capped by a fat, wide disk that 
looks like a docking device. 'Two dinner-plate-sized onmidirectional 
antennae are stuck out on extensible arms from the desceirt. stage. 
The whole clumsy-looking asserrrblage is swathed in some kind of 
green blanket, maybe for tliemial insulation, 

A ladder leads from a round hatch in the front of the craft, and 
down to the surface via a landing leg. The groimd there is scuffed 
witli footprints. 

“It’s a hell of a small cabin,” she says. “Has to be one man.” 

“You think it’s American?” 

“Not from any America I know. Tlrat ascent stage looks familiar. It 
looks like an adapted Soyuz orbital module. You know, the Russian 
craft, their Apollo equivalent.” 

“Russian?” 

“Can you see any kind of docking tunnel on top of tlrat thing?” 

He looks. “Nope. Just that flat assemblage at the top.” 

“The crew must have to spacewalk to cross from the command 
module, Wlrat a design.” 

Air astronaut conres loping around the side of the lander, swaying 
from side to side, kic-king up dust. Wlren he catches siglrt of Bado 
aird Williams, he stops dead. 

The stranger is can-ying a flag, on a pole. The flag is stiffened witlr 
wire, and it is clearly bright red, with a gold hammer and sickle 
embroidered into it. 

“How about that,” Williams whispers. “I guess we don’t always get 
to win, huh.” 

The stranger — the cosmonaut, Bado labels him — takes a couple 
of steps toward them. He starts gesticulating, waving his arms about, 
making the flag flutter. He wears a kiird of hoop around his waist, 
held away from Iris body with stiff wire. 

“I think he’s trying to talk to us,” Williams says. 

“It’ll be a miracle if we are on the same frequency. Maybe he’s 
S-band only, to talk to Earth. No VHF. Look how stiff his move- 
ments are.” 

“Yealr, I think his suit is semi-rigid. Must be hell to move around in.” 
“What’s with the hoolalroop?” Bado asks. 

“It will stop him falling over, in case he trips. Don’t you get it? He’s 
on his own here. That’s a one-mair Umder. There’s nobody around to 
help him, if he gets into trouble." 

The cosmonaut is getting agitated. Now he hoists up the flag and 
throws it at tliem, javelin-style; it falls well short of Bado’s feet. Then 
the cosnronaut tiuns aird lopes toward Iris lairder, evidently looking 
for more tools, or improvised weapons. 

“Look at that,” Bado says. “Tlrere are big funky hinges down the 



side of his backpack. That must be the way into tlie suit." 

Williams lifts up her visor. “Show him your face. We’ve got to find 
some way to get through to this guy.” 

Bado feels like laughing. “What for?” 

The light changes. 

Bado stands stock still. “Shit, not again.” 

Williams says, “What?" 

"Another transition.” He looks around for the tell-tale heat- 
haze flicker. 

“1 don’t think so,” Williams says softly. “Not this time." 

A shadow, slim and jet-black, himdreds of feet long, sweej)s over 
tlie surface of Taylor Crater. 

Bado leans back and tips up his face. 

’file sliip is like a huge artillery shell, gleaming silver, standing on 
its tail. It glides over the lunar surface, maybe fifty feet uj), jmd where 
its invisible rocket exhaust passes, dust is churned up and sent grist- 
ing away in great flat sheets. The ship moves gracefully, if ponder- 
ously. Four heavy landing legs, with big spring-load shock absorbers, 
stick out from tire base. A circle of potl^ glows bright yellow around 
the nose. A huge bull’s-eye of red, white, and blue is painted on the 
side, along with a registration number. 

“Shit,” Bado says. “That tiring must be a hundred feet tall.” Four or 
five tinres as tall as his lost LM, “What do you think it weiglrs? Two, 
three hundred tons?” 

“Direct ascent,” she says. 

“Huh?” 

“Look at it. It’s streamlined. It’s built for landing on the Moon in one 
jiiece, ascending again, and returning to Earth.” 

“But tlrat was designed out years ago, by von Bramr and the boys. 
A ship like that’s too heavy for chenrical rockets.” 

“So who said anything about chemical? It has to be atomic. Some 
kind of fission pile in there, superheating its propellant, One hell of 
a specific impulse. Anyhow, it’s that or antigravity — ” 

The great silver fish hovers for a moirrent, and then comes swoop- 
ing down at the surface. It flies witlrout a quiver. Bado wonders how 
it is keeping its stability; he can’t see any 
verniers, Big internal flywheels maybe. 

As the ship nears the surface, dust comes 
rushing across the plain, away from tlie big 
tail like a huge circular sandstonn. There is a 
rattle, almost like rain, as heavy particles 
impact Bado’s visor. He holds his gloved 
hands up before his face, and leans a little 
into the rocket wind. 

The delicate little Russian lander just top- 
ples over in the breeze, and the bulbous 
ascent stage breaks off and rolls away. 

/jV THE MIRROR OF HIS BEDROOM HE STUDIED 
his graying hair and spreading paunch. 

Oddly, it had taken a while for him to 
miss his wife Fay. 

Maybe because everything teas so differ- 
ent. Not that he was sorry, in a sense; his 
job, he figured, was to survive here — to earn 
a li ving, to keep himself sane — and moping 
after the unattainable wouldn’t help. 

He was glad they’d had no kids, though. 

There was no point searching for Fay in 
Houston, of course. Houston without the 
space pivgram was just an oil town, with a 
big cattle pasture north of Clear Lake inhere 
the Manned Spacea'oft Center should have 
been. El Lago, the Taylor housing develop- 
ment, had never been built. 

He even drove out to Atlantic City, 
where he’d first met Fay, a couple of 
decades ago. He couldn’t find her in the 
phone book. She was probably living under 



some inamied name, he figured. 

He gave up. 

He tried, a few times, to strike up relationships with other 
women here. He found it hard to gel close to anyone, though. He 
always felt he needed to guard what he was saying. This wasn't his 
home, after all. 

So he lived pretty much alone. It was bearable. It even got easier, 
as he got older. 

Oddly, he missed ivalking on the Moon more than anything else, 
more than anything about the wotid he’d lost. He kept reliving those 
brief horns. He remembered Slade, how he looked bouncing acwss 
the lunar sand, a brilliant white balloon. How happy he’d seeined. 

The silver shir touches down with a thump, and those big legs 
flex, the springs working like muscles. 

A hatch opens in the ship’s nose, maybe eighty feet from the 
ground, and yellow light spills out. A spacesuited figure appears, imd 
begins rolling a rope ladtler down to the surface. The figure waves to 
Bado and Williams, calling them to the ship. 

“What do you tliink?” Bado asks, 

“I think it’s British, Look at that bull’s-eye logo. I remember war 
movies about t he Battle of Britain . . . Wherever the hell that’s come 
from, it’s some place veiy different from the worlds you and I grew 
up in.” 

“You figure we should go over there?” he asks. 

She spreads her hands. “Wliat choice do we have? We don’t have 
an LM. And we can’t last out here much longer. At least these guys 
look as if they know what they’re doing. Let’s go see what Boris 
thinks.” 

Tlie cosmonaut lets Williams walk Ui) to him. He is hauling at his 
ascent stage. But Bado can see the hull is cracked open, like an alu- 
minum egg, and the cosmonaut’s actions are despairing. 

Williams points toward the silver ship, where tlie figure in the air- 
lock is still waving at them. 

Listlessly, the cosmonaut lets himself be led to the sliip. 

Closer to, tlie silver craft looks even bigger 
than before — so tali that when Bado stands 
at its base he can’t see the nose. 

\Yilliams goes up the ladder first, using just 
her arms, pulling her mass easily in the 
Moon’s shallow gravity well. The cosmonaut 
takes off his hoop, dimips it on the ground, 
and follows her. 

Bado comes last. He moves more slowly 
than the others, because he has his tool car- 
rier clutched against his chest, and it is 
awkward to juggle while climbing the rope 
ladder. 

It takes forever to climb past the shining 
metal of the ship’s lower hull. The metal here 
looks like load, actually. Shielding, around 
an atomic pile? He thinks of the energy it 
must take to haul this huge mass of metal 
around. He can’t help comparing it with his 
own LM, which, to save weight, was shaved 
down to little more than a bubble of alu- 
minum foil. 

Tlie hull shivers before his face. Heat haze. 
He looks down. The wreckage of the little 
Russian lander, mid Williams’ LFU, has gone. 
The surface under the tail of this big ship 
looks unmarked, lacking even the raying of 
the landing. And the topography of the area 
is quite different; now he is looking down 
over some kind of lumpy, sun-drenched 
mountain range, and a wide, fat rille snakes 
through tlie emst. 

“How about that,” Williams says dryly, from 
above liini. Her voice signal is degraded; the 
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amplifier on tl\e LFU is no longer available to boost their VHF link. 

“We're on Moon Five,” he says. 

“Moon Five?" 

“It seems important to keep count.” 

“Yeah. Whatever. Bado, tins time the geology’s changed. Maybe one 
of the big primordial impacts didn’t happen, leaving the whole lunar 
surface a different shape.” 

'They reach the hatch. Bado lets the astronaut take his tool carrier, 
and clambers in on his knees. 

'The astronaut closes the hatch and dogs it shut by turning a big 
heavy wheel. He wears a British Union Flag on his sleeve, and there 
is a name stitched to his breast: Taine. 

The four of them stand around in the airlock, in their competing 
pressure suit designs. Air hisses, briefly. 

An inner door opens, and Taine ushers them through with impa- 
tient gestures. Bado enters a long corridor, 
with nozzles set in the ceiling. The four of 
them stand under the nozzles. 

Water comes gushing down, and runs over 
their suits. 

Williams opens up her gold sun visor and 
faces Williams. “Showers,” she says. 

“What for?” 

“To wash off radioactive crap, from the 
exhaust.” She begins to bmsh water over her 
suit arms and legs. 

Bado has never seen such a volume of 
water in lunar conditions before. It falls 
slowly from the nozzles, gathering into big 
shimmering drops in the air. Gray-black 
lunar dust swirls toward the plug holes 
beneath his feet. But the dirt is ingrained 
into the fabric of his suit legs; they will be 
stained gray forever. 

When the water dries they are ushered 
through into a third larger chamber. The 
walls here are curved, and inset with round, 
tough-looking portholes; it looks as if this 
chamber reaches most of the way around the 
cylindrical craft. 

There are people here, dozens of them, 
adults and children and old people, dressed in 
simple cotton coveralls. They sit in rows of 
crude metal-framed couches, facing outward 
toward the portholes. They stare fearfully at 
the newcomers. 

The astronaut, Taine, has opened up his 
faceplate; it hinges outward like a little door. 

Bado pushes back his hood and reaches up 
to his fishbowl helmet. He undoes it at the 
neck, and his ears pop as the higher pressure of tlie cabin pushes air 
into his helmet. 

He can smell the sharp, woodsmoke tang of lunar dust And, over- 
laid on that, there is a smell of milky vomit: baby sick. 

The Russian, his own helmet removed, makes a sound of disgust 
“Eta oozhasnal" 

Williams pulls off her Snoopy flight helmet. She is maybe forty, 
Bado guesses — around Bado’s own age — with a tough, competent 
face, and close-cropped blonde hair. 

Taine shoos the three of them along. “Welcome to Piometheus,” 
he says. “Come. There are some free seats further around here.” 
His accent is flat, sounding vaguely Bostonian. Definitely British, 
Bado thinks, probably from the south of England. “You’re the last, 
we think. We must get away. The impact is no more than twelve 
hours hence." 

Bado, lugging his tool carrier, walks beside him. “What impact?” 

“The meteorite, of course.” Taine sounds impatient. “That’s why 
we’re having to evacuate the colonies. And you alternates. The Mas- 
solite got most of them off, of course, but — ” 



Williams says, “Massolite?” 

Taine waves a hand. “A mass transporter. Of course it was a rushed 
job. And it had some flaws. But we knew we couldn’t lift everybody 
home in time, not all those thousands in the big colonies, not before 
the strike; tlie Massolite was the best we can do, you see.” They come 
to three empty couches. “These should do, I think. If you’ll sit down 
I’ll show you how to fit the seat belts, and instruct you in the safety 
precautions ...” 

“But,” Williams says, “what has this Massolite got to do with . . .” She 
dries up, and looks at Bado. 

He asks, “With moving between alternate worlds?” 

Taine answers with irritation. “Why, nothing, of course. That’s Just 
a design flaw. We’re working on it. Nonlinear quantum mechanical 
leakage, you see. I do wish you’d sit down; we have to depart . . .” 

Bado shucks off his PLSS backpack, and he tucks his helmet and 
his carrier under his seat. 

Taine helps them adjust their seat 
restraints until they fit around their pressure 
suits. It is more difficult for the Russian; his 
suit is so stiff it is more like armor. The Russ- 
ian looks young, no more than thirty. His hair 
sticks up in the air, damp with sweat, and he 
looks at them forlornly from his shell of a 
suit. “Gdye iooalyetT 
The portholes before them give them a 
good view of tlie lunar surface. It is still Moon 
F^ve, Bado sees, with its mountains and that 
sinuous black rille. 

He looks around at their fellow passengers. 
The adults are unremarkable; some of them 
have run to fat, but tliey have incongruously 
skinny legs and arms. Long-term adaptation 
to lunar gravity, Bado thinks. 

But there are also some children here, rang- 
ing from babies in their mothers’ arms up to 
young teenagers. The children are extraordi- 
nary: spindly, attenuated. Children who look 
facially as young as seven or eight tower over 
their parents. 

The passengers clutch at their seat belts, 
staring back at him. 

Bado hears a clang of hatches, and a siren 
wails, echoing from the metal walls. 

The ship shudders, smoothly, and there is a 
gentle surge. 

“Mnye nada idlee k vrachoo,” groans the 
Russian, and he clutches his belly. 

AS THE YEARS WORE ON HE FOLLOWED THE 
neivs, trying to figure out how things might 
be different back home. 

The Cold War went on, year after year. There were no ICBMs 
here, but they had squadrons of bombers and nuke submarines 
and massive standing annies in Euwpe. And there were no spy 
satellites; nobody had a damn clue what the Russians — or the 
Chinese — were up to. A lot of shit came down that Bado figured 
might have been avoided, with satellite surveillance. It slowly 
leaked out into the paper press, usually months or years too late. 
Like the Chinese nuking of Tibet, for instance. And what the Sovi- 
ets did to Afghanistan. 

The Soviet Union remained a monolith, blank, threatening, 
impenetmble. Everyone in the U.S. seemed paranoid to Bado, gen- 
emtions of them, with their bomb shelters and their iodine pills. It 
was like being stuck in the late 1950s. 

And that damn war in Indochina just dragged on, almost for- 
gotten back home, sucking up lives and money like a bloody sponge. 

Around 1986, he felt a .sharp lug of wislfulness. Right now, he 
figured, on the other side of that heat-haze bamer, someone 
would be taking the first steps on Mars. Maybe it would be his 
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old buddy, Slade, or someone like John Yoking. Bado might have 
made it himself. 

Bado rnissed the live sports on TV. 

In free fall, taine gives them spare cotton coveralls to wear, 
which are comfortable but don’t quite fit; the name stitched to Bado’s 
isLednc, and on Williams’, Hassell. 

Bado, with relief, peels off the three layers of his pressiu e suit: the 
outer micrometeorite garment, the pressure assembly, and the inner 
cooling garment The other passengers look on curiously at Bado’s 
cooling garment, with its network of tubes. Bado tucks his discarded 
suit layers into a big net bag and sticks it behind his couch. 

They are sen'ed food: stodgy stew, lukewann and glued to the plate 
with gravy, and then some kind of dessert, like bread with currants 
stuck inside it Spotted Dick, Taine calls it 
There is a persistent whine of fans and pumps, a subdued mumuu 
of conversation, and the noise of children crying. Once a five-year-old, 
all of six feet tall, came bouncing around the curving cabin in a spi- 
dery tangle of attenuated anns and legs, pursued by a fat, panting, 
queasy-looking parent. 

Taine comes floating down to them, smiling. “Captain Richards 
would like to speak to you. He’s intrigued to have you on board. We’ve 
picked up quite a few ^temate-colonists, but not many alternate-pio- 
neers, like you. Would you come forw'ard to the cockpit? Perhaps 
you’d like to watch the show from there.” 

Williams and Bado exchange glances. “What show?” 

“The impact, of course. Come. Your German friend is welcome too, 
of course,” Taine adds dubiously. 

The cosmonaut has his head stuck inside a sick bag. 

“I think he’s better off where he is," Bado says. 

“You go,” Williams says. “I want to try to sleep." Her face looks 
worn to Bado, her expression brittle, as if she is struggling to 
keep control. Maybe the shock of the transitions is getting to her 
at last, he thinks. 

The cockpit is cone-shaped, wadded right in tlie nose of the craft. 
Taine leads Bado in through a big oval door. Charts and mathe- 
matical tables have been stuck to the walls, alongside pictures and 
photographs. Some of these show powerful-looking aircraft, of 
designs unfamiliar to Bado, but others show what must be family 
members. Pet dogs. Tools and personal articles are secured to the 
walls with elastic straps. 

Three spacesuits, flaccid and empty, are fixed to the wall with loose 
ties. They are of the type Taine wore in the airlock; thick and flexi- 
ble, with inlaid metal hoops, and hinged helmets at the top. 

Three seats are positioned before instrument consoles. Right now 
the seats face forward, toward the nose of the craft, but Bado can see 
they are hinged so they will tip up when the craft is landing vertically. 
Bado spots a big, chunky periscope sticking out fi om the nose, evi- 
dently there to provide a view out during a landing. 

There are big picture vrindows set in the walls. The windows frame 
slabs of jet-black, star-sprinkled sky. 

A man is sitting in the central pilot’s chair. He is wearing a leather 
flight jacket, a peaked cap, and — Bado can’t believe it — he is smok- 
ing a pipe, for God’s sake. 'The guy sticks out a hand. “Mr. Bado. I’m 
glad to meet you. Jim Richards, RAF.” 

“That’s Colonel Bado.” Bado shakes the hand. “U.S. Air Force. 
Lately of NASA.” 

“NASA?” 

“National Aeronautics and Space Administration ...” 

Richards nods. “American. Interesting. Not many of the alternates 
are American. I’m sorry we didn’t get a chance to see more of your 
ship. Looked a little cramped for the three of you.” 

“It wasn’t our ship. It was a Russian, a one-man lander.” 

“Really,” Richards mumiurs, not very interested. “Take a seat.” He 
waves Bado at one of the two seats beside him; Taine takes the other, 
sipping tea through a straw. Richards asks, “Have you ever seen a 
ship like this before, Colonel Bado?” 

Bado glances around. The main controls are a conventional 
stick-and-rudder design, adapted for spaceflight; the supplemen- 



tary controls are big, clunky svritches, wheels, and levers. The fas- 
cia of the control panel is made of wood. And in one place, where 
a maintenance panel has been removed, Bado sees the soft glow 
of vacuum tubes. 

“No," he says. “Not outside the comic books.” 

Richards and Taine laugh. 

“It must take a hell of a launch system.” 

“Oh,” says Richards. “We have good old Beta to help us \vitlr that.” 
“Beta?” 

“This lunar ship is called Alpha,” Taine says. “Beta gives us a pig- 
gyback out of Earth’s gravity. We launch from Woomera, in South 
Australia. Beta is a hypersonic athodyd — ” 

Richards winks at Bado. “These double-domes, eh? He means Beta 
is an atomic ramjet.” 

Bado boggles. “You launch tm atomic rocket from the middle of 
Australia? How do you manage containment of the exhaust?” 

Taine looks puzzled. “What containment?” 

“You must tell me all about your spacecraft,” Richards says. 

Bado, haltingly, stalls to describe the Apollo system. 

Richards listens politely enough, but after a while Bado can see 
Ids eyes drifting to his instruments, and he begins to fiddle vrith his 
pipe, knocking out the dottle into a big enclosed ashtray. 

Richards becomes aware of Bado watching him. “Oh, you must 
forgive me, Colonel Bado. It's just that one encounters so many 
alternates.” 

“You do, huh.” 

"The Massolite, you know. That damn quantum-mechanical leak- 
age. Plessey just can’t get the thing tuned correctly. Such a pity. 
Anyhow, don’t you worry; the boffins on the ground will put you to 
rights. I’m sure.” 

Bado is deciding he doesn’t like these British. They are smug, 
patronizing, icy. He can’t tell what they are thinking. 

Taine leans forward. “Almost time, Jim.” 

“Aha!” Richards gets hold of Ids joystick. “The main event.” He 
twists the stick, and Bado hears what sounds like the whir of fly- 
wheels, deep in the guts of the ship. Stars slide past the windows. “A 
bit of showmanship. Colonel Bado. I want to line us up to give the pas- 
sengers the best possible view. And us, of course. After all, this is a 
grandstand seat, for the most dramatic astronomical event of the cen- 
tury — what?” 

The Moon, fat and gray and more than half-full, slides into the 
frame of the windows. 

The Moon — Moon Five, Bado assumes it to be — looks like a ball 
of glass, its surface cracked and complex, as if scarred by buckshot. 
'Hnged pale wldte, the Moon’s center looms out at Bado, given three- 
dimensional substance by tlie Eartldight’s shading, 

The Moon looks different. He tries to figure out why. 

There, close to the central meridian, are the bright pinpricks of 
'IVcho, to the south, and Copernicus, in the nortli. He makes out the 
fandliar pattern of the seas of the eastern hendsphere: Serenitatis, 
Crisium, Tranquillitatis — gray lakes of frozen lava framed by 
briglder, older lunar uplands. 

He supposes there must be no Apollo 1 1 LM descent stage, stand- 
ing on this version of the Sea of Tranquility. 

Tlie Moon is mostly full, but he can see lights in the remaining cres- 
cent of dai'kness. They are the abandoned colonies of Moon Five. 

Something is still wrong, thougli. The western hemisphere doesn’t 
look right. He takes his anchor from Copernicus. There is Mare Pro- 
cellarum, to the western limb, and to tlie north of that nothing but 
bright highlands. 

“Hey,” he says, “Wliere the hell’s Mare Imbrium?” 

Richards looks at him, puzzled, faintly disapproving. 

Bado points. “Up tliere. In the northwest. A big impact crater — tlie 
biggest — flooded with lava. Eight liimdred miles across.” 

Richards frowns, and Taine touclies Bado’s arm. “All the alternate 
Moons are different to some degree,” he says, placating. “Differences 
of detail — ” 

“Mare Imbrium is not a goddamn detail.” Bado feels patronized 
again. “You’re talking about my Moon, damn it.” But if the Imbrium 
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impact has never happened, no wonder the surface of Moon Five 
looks different. 

Richards checks l\is wristwatch. “Any second now," lie says. “If the 
big brains have got it right — ” 

There is a burst of light, in the Moon’s northwest quadrant. Tlie 
surface in the region of the burst seems to shatter, the bright old 
highland material melting and subsiding into a red-glowing pool, a 
fiery lake that covers perhaps an eighth of the Moon’s face. Bado 
watches huge waves, concentric, wash out across that crimson, cir- 
cular wound. 

Even from this distance Bado can see huge debris clouds streak- 
ing across the lunar surface, obsciuing and burying older features, 
and laying down bright rays that jilaster across the Moon’s face. 

The lights of the night-side colonies wink out, one by one. 

Richards takes liis pipe out of his mouth. “Good God almighty,” he 
says. “Thank heavens we got all oim people off,” 

“Only just in time, sir," Taine says. 

Bado nods. “Oh, I get it. Here, this was the Imbrium impact. Tliree 
billion years late." 

Richards and Taine look at him curiously. 

It turned out that to build a teleport device — A ‘Star Trek’ 
beaming machine — you needed to know about quantum mechan- 
ics. Particulaiiy the Uncertainty Principle. 

According to one interpretation, the Uncertainty Principle was 
fundamentally caused by there being an infinite number of paml- 
lelunim'ses, all lying close to each other — as Bado pictured it — 
like the pages of a book. The universes blurred together at the instant 
of an event, and split off aftenvard. 

The Uncertainty Principle said you could nevermeasure the posi- 
tion and velocity of any particle loith absolute precision. But to 
teleport that was exactly what you needed to do: to make a lecoid 
of an object, transmit it, and recreate the payload at the other end. 

But thew loas a way to get amtnd the Uncerta inty Principle. At 
least in theory. 

The quantum properties of particles could become entangled: fun- 
damentally linked in their inf oimation content. What those British 
must have done is take sets of entangled particles, left one-half on 
their Moon as a tmnsmitter, and planted the other half on the Earth. 

There was a lot of technical stuff about the Einstein-Podolsky- 
Rosen theorem that Bado skipped over; what it boiled down to was 
that if you used a description of your teleport passenger to jiggle 
the tmnsmitter particles, you could reconstruct the passenger at 
the other end, exactly, from the corresponding jiggles in the 
receiver set. 

But them woe pmblems. 

If there were small nonlineorities in the quantu7n-mechanical 
operators ~ and theie coiddn't be more thaji a billion billion bil- 
lionthpart, accoxling to Bado’s leseaiehos — fhosepamllel wortds, 
underlying the Uncertainty Principle, could short-circuit. 

The Moon Five Brits had tried to build a cheap-and-dirty tele- 
port machine. Because of the huge distances involved, that billion- 
billion-billionth noidinearity had become signifwant, and the damn 
thing had leaked. And so they had built a pamllel-world gateway, 
by accident. 

This might be the light evplanotion, Bado thought. Itfd with Cap- 
tain Richards’ vague hints about ‘nonlinear quantum mechanics.’ 

This new understanding didn make any difference to his posi- 
tion, though. He was still slmnded here. The teleport devices his 
reseaichers had outlined — even if they’d got the theory right from 
thefmgments he’d given them — were decades beyond the capabil- 
ities of the mundane world Bado found himself in. 

Re-entry is easy. Bado estimates the peak acceleration is no 
more than a couple of G, no woise than a mild rollercoaster. Even so, 
many of the passengers look distressed, and those spindly limar-bom 
children ciy weakly, pinned to tlieir seats like insects. 

After the landing, Alpha’s big doors are flung open to reveal a 
flat, barren desert. Bado and Wiliams are among the first down the 



rope laddere, lugging their pressure suits, and Bado’s tool carrier, 
in big net bags. 

Bado can see a small town, laid out with the air of a mililaiy 
barracks. 

Staff are coming out of the town on little trucks to meet tliem. They 
ai’e processed efficiently; the crew of the Prometheus gives details of 
where each passenger was picked up, and they ai'e all assigned little 
labels and forms, standing there in the baking sunlight of the desert. 

The spindly lunar children are lowered to the ground and taken off 
in wheelchairs. Bado wondere what will happen to them, st randed at 
the bottom of Eaith’s deep gravity well. 

Wiliams points. “Look at tliat. Another Prometheus.” 

There is a launch mil, like a pencil line mled across tlie sand, dimin- 
ishing to infinity at the horizon. A silver d<ut clings to the rail, with a 
slim bullet shape fixed to its back. Another Beta and Alpha. Bado can 
see protective rope barriers slung ai'ound the rail. 

Taine comes to greet Bado and Williams, “I’m afraid this is good- 
bye,” he says. He sticks out a hand. “We w;mt to get you people back 
as quickly as we can. You alternates, I mean. What a frightful mess 
tlus is. But the sooner you’re out of it tlie better.” 

“Back where?” Bado asks. 

“Florida.” Taine looks at them. “That’s where you say you started 
from, isn’t it?” 

Williams shrugs. “Sure.” 

“And then back to your ovm world.” He mimes stirring a pot of 
some noxious substance. “We don’t want to muddy the time lines, 
you see. We don’t know much about this alternating business; we 
don’t know what damage we might do. Of course the return proce- 
dure’s still experimental but hopefully we’ll get it right. Well, the best 
of luck. Look, just make your way to the plane over there. He points. 

The plane is a ran\jet, Bado sees immediately. 

Taine moves on, to another bewildered-looking knot of passengers. 

The Russian cosmonaut is standing at Williams’ side. He is hauling 
liis stiff pressiue suit along the ground; it scrapes on the sand like an 
insect’s discarded carapace. Out of tire suit the Russian looks tlriir, 
young, baffled, quite ill. He shakes Bado’s hand. “Do svidanya." 

“Yeali. So long to you too, kid. Hope you get home safely. A hell of 
a ride, huh.” 

“Mnye nada k zoobnomoo vrachoo.” He ciutches his jaw and grins 
rtiefully. “Schastleevava pootee. Zhilayoo oospyekhaf.” 

“Yealr. Wratever.” 

A Brit ish airman comes over and leads the Russian away. 

“Goddamn,” Williams says. “We never found out his name.” 

He got a report in from his meteorite studies group. 

Yes, it turned out, there was a large object on its way. It would be 
here in a few year’s lime. Bado figured this had to be this universe's 
edition of that big old Imbrium wck, airiving a little later than in 
the Moon Fi ve woiid. 

But this mck was heading for Earth, not the Moon. Its path would 
take it light into the middle of the Atlantic, if the calculations were 
right. But the margins of eiiorwei'e huge, and, and ... 

Bado tried to raise public awareness. His money and fame got 
him onto TV, even, such as it ivas. But nobody here took what ivas 
going on in the sky very seriously anyhow, and they soon started 
to think he was o. little weiid. 

So he shut up. He pushed his money into bases at the poles, and 
at the bottom of the oceans, places that mightn’t be so badly affected. 
Somebody might survive. Meanwhile he pa id for a little more 
research into that big mck in space, and where and when, exactly, 
it was going to hit. 

The raiUiet takes ten hours to get to Florida. It is a military 
ship, more advanced than anytlring flying in Bado’s world. It has the 
bull’s-eye logo of the RAF painted to its flank, just beliind the gaping 
mouth of its inlet. 

As the ramjet rises, Bado glimjDses huge atomic aircraft, immense 
ocean-going ships, networks of monorails. This is a gleaming world, 
an engineer’s dream. 
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Bado has had enough wonders for the time being, tlioiigh, and, 
before tlie shining coast of Australia lias receded from sight, he’s 
faUen asleep. 

They land at a small airstrip, Bado figures somewhere north of 
Orlando. A thin young Englishman in spectacles is Uiere to greet 
them. He is wearing Royal Air Force blue coveralls. ‘You’re the 
a/femates?’ 

“I guess so," Williams snaps. “And you’re here to send us home. 
Right?” 

“Sony for any inconvenience you’ve been put through," he says 
smoothly. “If you’ll just follow me into the van ...” 

The van turns out to be a battered diesel-engined (mck that looks 
as if it is World War II vintage. Williams and Bado, with their bulky 
gear, have to crowd in the back with a mess of elect ronic equiiiment . 

The truck, windowless, bumps along badly finished roads. 

Bado studies the equipment. “Look at this stuff,” he says to 
Williams. “More vacuum tubes." 

Williams shrugs. “They’ve got fiulher than 
we have. Or you. Here, they’ve built stuff 
we’ve only talked about.” 

“Yeah.” Oddly, he’s forgotten that he and 
Williams have come from different worlds. 

The roads off the peninsula to Merritt 
Island are just fanners’ tracks, and the last 
few miles are the most uncomfortable. 

They arrive at Merritt Island in the late 
afternoon. 

There is no Kennedy Space Center. 

Bado gets out of tlie van. He is on a long, 
flat beach; he figures he is a way south of 
where, in his world, the lunar ship launch 
pads will be built. Right here there will be the 
line of launch complexes called ICBM Row. 

But he can’t see any structures at all. 

Marsh land, coated with scrub vegetation, 
stretches down toward the strip of beach at 
the coast Farther inland, toward the higlier 
ground, he can see stands of cabbage palm, 
slash pine, and oak. 

The place is just scrub land, luuleveloped. 

Tlie tracks of the British truck are dug crisply 
into the sand; there is no sign even of a road 
near here. 

And out to the east, over the Atlantic, he 
can see a big full Moon rising. Its upper left 
quadrant, the fresh Imbrium scar, still glows 
a dull crimson. Bado feels vaguely reassm'ed, 

That is still Moon Five; things seem to have 
achieved a certain stability. 

In tlie back of the truck, tlie British teclini- 
cian powers up his equipment. “Ready when 
you aie,” he calls. “Oh, we think it’s best if you go back in your own 
clothes. Wliere possible.” He grins behind liis specUicles, “Don’t want 
you—" 

“Muddying up the time lines,” Williams says. “We know." 

Bado and Williams shuck off their coveralls and inill on their pres- 
sure suits. They help each other with tlie hea\7 layere, and finish up 
facing each other, their helmets under their amis, Bado holding his 
battered tool carrier with its Baggies full of Moon rocks. 

“You know,” Bado says, “when I get back I’m going to have one hell 
of a lot of explaining to do.” 

“Yeah. Me too.” She looks at him. “I guess we’re not going to see 
each other again.” 

“Doesn’t look like it.” 

Bado puts down his carrier and helmet. He embraces Williams, 
clumsily. 

Then, on impulse, Bado lifts up his helmet and fits it over his head. 
He pulls his gloves over his hands and snaps them onto liis wrists, 
completing his suit 



Williams does the same. Bado picks up his tool carrier. 

The Brit waves, reaches into his van, and throws a switch. 

There is a shimmer of heat haze. 

Williams has gone. The truck has vanished. 

Bado looks ai'ound quickly. 

There are no ICBM launch complexes. He is still standing on an 
emirly, desolate beach. 

Tire Moon is brightening, as the light leaks out of the sky. 'There is 
no ancient Imbrium basin up there. No recent impact scar, either. 

“Moon Six,” Bado says to himself. “Oh, shit" 

Evidently tliose British haven’t ironed out all the wrinkles in their 
‘experimental procedures’ after all. 

I le takes off his helmet, breatlies in the ozone-laden ocean air, and 
begins to walk inhuKl, toward the rows of scrub pine. 

On the day, he drove out to Merritt Island. 

It was morning, and the sun was low and 
bright over the ocean, o^to the east, and the 
sky ivas clear and blue, blameless. 

He pulled his old Moon suit out of the car, 
and hauled it on:Jbst the cooling garment, 
then the pressure layer, and finally the white 
m ioomeleorile pmtector and his blue lunar 
overshoes. It didn’t fit so well any more, 
especially aimmd the waist — well, it had 
been fitted for him all of a quarter-century 
ago — and it fell as heavy as hell, even with- 
out the backpack. And it had a lot of parts 
missing, where he’d dug out components 
and samples over the years. But it was still 
stained gray below the knees ivith lunar 
dust, and it still had the NASA logo, his mis- 
sionpatch, and his own name stitched to the 
Older garment. 

He walked down to the beach. The tide was 
receding, and the hard-packed sand was 
damp; his ridged soles left crisp, sharp 
prints, just like in the lunar oust. 

He locked his helmet into place at his neck. 
To stand hoe, as close as he could get to 
ground zero, wasn’t such a dumb thing 
to do, actually. He’d always remembered 
what that old professor at Cornell had 
told him, about the rocks bearing life 
being blasted from planet to planet by 
meteorite impacts. Maybe that would 
happen here, somehow. 

Today might be the last day for this 
Earth. But maybe, somehow, some piece 
of him, fused to the glass of his visor 
maybe, would f inish up on the Moon — 
Moon Six — or Mars, or in the clouds of Jupiter, and start the 
whole thing over again. 

He felt a siidden, shaip stab of nostalgia, for his oivn lost world. 
He’d had a good life here, all things considered. But this ivas a 
damn dull place. And he’d been here for twenty-fwe years abeady. 
He was sure that back home that old Vietnam War wouldn’t have 
dragged on until now, like it had here, and funds woidd have got 
freed up for space, at last. Enough to do it properly, by God. By 
now, he ivas sure, NASA ivould have bases on the Moon, hundreds 
of people in Earth orbit, a couple of outposts on Mars, plans to go 
on to the asteivids or Jupiter. 

Hell, he wished he could just look thmugh the nonlinear curtains 
sepamting him fmm home. Just once. 

He lipped up his face. The sun ivas bright in his eyes, so he pulled 
down his gold visor: It ivas still scuffed, from the dust kicked up by 
that British nuclear rocket. He ivaited. 

After a time, a new light, brighter even than rocket light, came 
crawling down across the sky, and touched the ocean. □ 



It turned out 
duittobuMa 
teleport dmce, 
a‘Star'Iiek’ 
beaming 
madune,you 
needed U) know 
about quantum 
mechanics. 
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Look carefully — the answers are 
out there. But unfortunately, not all of us 
will survive to decode them. 



'M NOT USED TO HA™g PRI- 
vate detectives calling on 
me. Regular police, sure; 
you can’t be principal of a 
high school these days 
without having cops drop- 
ping in every now and then 
— drugs, vandalism, DUI; 
you name it, there are kids 
in every school that do it, 
and then the cops show up 
with a warrant to open 
their lockers and check their records. And 
we’d already had plenty of police investigat- 
ing what happened to Marcus Wingott and 
Jeremy Proud, as well as 
people from the insurance 
company and the local fire 
department and everybody 
else who had an interest in 
the unidentified explosion 
that wiped out the third- 
floor faculty lounge and 
about two hundred thou- 
sand dollars’ worth of the 
desktop computers the 
math students used, though 
it did, thank heaven, spare 
the bigger one in the base- 
ment that Wingott and 
Proud shared. So when this 
Bertrand Hammersmith 
came to see me, I let him in, 
because I certainly didn’t 
want anyone thinking we 
had anything to hide. 

He didn’t look like the 
kind of private eye you see 
on television. He was 
plump and sad-faced, with 
rimless glasses over which 
he peered at me. But he 
acted like one. “I’ve been retained,” he said, 
“by Dr. Wingott’s former fiancee to investigate 
the circumstances of his death.” 

“‘Former’ fiancee?” 

“Yes. She decided to call off their engage- 
ment some time ago, but she is still quite fond 
of him," he assured me. 

“But there is nothing to investigate. The 
police have already investigated the matter 
thoroughly; they found no traces of explo- 
sives or of any sort of fire accelerants — ” 
“Just the blown-up building, right,” he 
said, taking a notebook out of his briefcase 
and pulling a scrap of paper out of the 
pocket in the back of his notebook. My 
heart sank when I saw what it was: the 
newspaper story from our little local paper. 



“It says here, the fire warden claimed it 
looked as though the men themselves had 
exploded.” 

“I’m sorry to see that you have that,” I told 
him, and 1 meant it. “The newspaper has apol- 
ogized for printing it. Of course, notliing like 
that could have happened; the idea that 
human bodies can spontaneously bum or 
explode is simply an old superstition.” 

He pursed his lips, but said only, “All the 
same, my client wants to know what hap- 
pened. As 1 understand it, Wingott was 
engaged on a secret project that had to do 
with, uh — ” he glanced at. the notebook — 
“the decimal expansion of the irrational 



number pi.” 

I was tired of that subject, too. “The only 
secret,” I told him, “was in Dr. Wingott’s 
head. He was obsessed on the subject. I sup- 
pose I can’t complain, because if it hadn’t 
been for that, he would certainly have been 
on the faculty of some ivy-league university 
instead of our admittedly not very presti- 
gious suburban high school. I think the only 
reason he took this job was tliat he wanted 
to work with Dr. Proud.” 

“Who was," the detective said, referring to 
his notebook again, “a former cryptographer 
with the National Security Administration, 
who retired and came to work for you so he 
could double-dip.” 

“Now, that is quite unfair! Dr. Proud was a 



most distinguished scientist," I said, a bit snip- 
pily. I’m afraid. “He simply wanted to spend 
his retirement in some productive way, work- 
ing with young people.” 

“Sure he did.” Hammersmith didn’t look 
convinced, but he didn’t press the point He 
took a clipping out of the notebook and 
handed it to me; it was Wingott’s obituary, 
from a recent issue of The Journal of the 
Ameiican Matheinatical Association. “It 
says here that Dr. Wingott was involved in a 
scandal a couple of years ago — ” 

I wasn’t letting him get away with that. 
“Certainly not! There was no ‘scandal.’ He 
announced certain findings about pi which 



did not seem to be confirmed. Happens all the 
time. That’s how science progresses, Mr. 
Hammersmith." 

“Sure it does. He said this irrational num- 
ber turned out to be what they call rational 
after all." 

“You could put it like that, I suppose. What 
Dr, Wingott said was that at a certain point in 
the decimal expansion, it came at about the 
two trillionth decimal, there was a sequence 
of one million zeroes, followed by a string of 
additional digits, followed by zeroes as far as 
he could carry the calculations.” 

He gave me one of those looks over the 
tops of his glasses. “He said that last string of 
numbers was a message from some master 
race of extra-terrestrial aliens.” 
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“He said it was possible that it might be 
something of the sort." 

“And he got the idea from some sci-fi book.” 

“Now you’ve gone too far, Mr. Hammer- 
smith! It’s true that there was a book, Con- 
tact, which said something of that sort; it was 
written by an actual scientist, thougli, Carl 
Sagan, not one of your sci-fi hacks." 

“But \\%igott really believed it,” the detec- 
tive said. “That’s why my client dumped him. 
She says he was really obsessed about trans- 
lating the message." 

“‘Obsessed’ is a stronger word than I would 
use, but yes.” 

“And that’s why he wanted to work with 



and forget it ever happened, but I can’t bear 
to do that. 

Sorry to bother you with this ... but I 
wanted you, at least, to know that I wasn’t 
crazy. 

Wth love, 

Marc 

“So,” I said, handing the letter back to Ham- 
mersmith, “Wingott thought he’d proved his 
point But we’ll never know; he’s dead.” 

“But you still have the computer Wingott 
and Proud used,” Hammersmith said. 

“Of course. And naturally it has been 
checked out; there’s nothing there.” 



the detective’s disk it quickly displayed that 
string of digits Wingott had claimed to dis- 
cover at the end of pi, followed by a legend: 
Password. 

“Damn,” I said. “Excuse me, Mr. Hammer- 
smith. But I’m afraid we don’t know the pass- 
word, do we?” 

“Maybe we do,” he said. “My client said in 
the old days Dr. Wingott used to use her birtli- 
day, his father’s license plate and a Holiday 
hm room number tliat was significant to them 
for some reason. TVpe this in, please." 

It worked. Wait, said the computer, and 
began grinding away. Wingott and Proud had 
insisted on a large and quite fast machine, but 




this Dr. Proud.” 

I didn’t answer, only shrugged. He didn’t 
need confirmation from me. I was beginning 
to suspect that he already knew more than I 
did, and a moment later he proved it. He 
pulled another piece of paper out of his note- 
book, unfolded it and handed it to me. It was 
a Xerox of a letter, scribbled in haste in 
Wingott’s almost unreadable script, with the 
name in the salutation rubbed out; it said: 

Dear: 

We did it There is a message, and Proud’s 
decryption algorithm has retrieved it. It’s — 
unpleasant. I don’t know if I dare publish it. 
Proud has no doubts. He says we have no 
choice. He wants to destroy the whole thing 



“Are you sure? Isn’t it possible that he kept 
his work intact, but hid it in some way on tlie 
computer?” 

I said positively, “No. Several of our math 
teachers have gone over it. Tltere’s nothing 
there.” 

Hammersmith sighed. “Don’t be so sure,” 
he said. “This came with the letter.” And he 
handed me a microfloppy, on which someone 
had written with a purple Flail* Access code, 
J. T. Proud deo-yption dgoiithm. “Can we go 
take a look at that computer?" he asked. 

After the accident I kept the computer 
room locked — too many of the junior fac- 
ulty were using ittop\a.y Minesiveeper — but 
once 1 switched the power on and inserted 



it processed its data for a full minute, while 
my eyes were glued to the screen and Ham- 
mersmith was hanging over my shoulder. I 
don’t know what was in his mind. I know 
what I was thinking. I was scared. A messe^e 
from some super-race, enable of altering the 
basic constants of the universe to carry infor- 
mation — it was frightening to consider, even 
more frightening to know what in a moment 
we might see it ... . 

And then the answer appeared. “Jesus,” 
said Hammersmith softly. “It’s a damn 
bumper sticker.” 

For what it said was nothing more than: 

If you can read this, 

you’re too danm close. □ 



JUST A COUPLE OF EXPERIMENm. . . 

Continued fiwn page 44 

the beast, saw VossolT and Nimmitz he cried oul, and reached for his 
blasters. Vossoff deftly fired his Bettelhine Munitions Tidvia Gun, 
which promptly rendered tlie beast unable to think of anything more 
pressing than who played the lovable time otter Brooklyn in tiie 2387 
holo-series Have Black Hole Will Dilate. 

Tliat set the alann claxons soimding, mid in seconds fourteen other 
alien coffee tables sciuiied around tlie comer, their blastem waving. 
Against them Vossoff used his Bettelhine Munitions Psionic Muzak 
Bomb, which upon exploding immediately filled the corridor sur- 
rounding the aliens with obscenely bastardized versions of their 
favorite songs. Tlie mob immediately fell to the deck, writhing and 
moaning in unimaginable aesthetic agony. Vossoff and Nimmitz 
stepped over tlie pathetic convulsing fomis and moved on. 

HE THIRD AND FINAL OBSTACLE GREETED 
them at the portal to the Pachinco par- 
lor. It was an alien coffee table that 
oddly enough carried no specialized 
weaiioniy at all — instead, it, was clad 
in an all-concealing black slipcover tliat 
to Vossoffs expert eyes instantly 
marked it as its civilization’s nearest 
equivalent to a master nii\ja. Its war cry 
resembled the sound a cinderblock 
makes when tlirown from a great height 
into a porcelain bowl filled with cats. 
Acting with the speed of thought itself, Vossoff whipped out his Bet- 
telliine Munitions Poor Self-Image Generator, which instantly caused 
the alien maitial artist to slink off into a neutral comer to dwell at 
great length on the bad impression he iilways made on people. 

“I can’t believe this!” Nimmitz gasped excitedly, as he mid Vossoff 
reloaded in a nearby utility niche. “We’re actually winning! Since 
when does that happen?” 

“Since 1 fiist hooked upvvitliyou?” asked Vossoff. “Absolutely never.” 
“Maybe our luck’s changing. You used to say we were straining the 
law of averages to the breaking point; maybe it’s finally kicked in.” 
“Maybe. And maybe the entire imiverse vsill put a paper bag over 
its head and breathe deeply as a ciue for entropy.” 

Nevertheless, as soon as the last door between the two space 
rogues and the backup control room irised open, both Vossoff and 
Nimmitz courageously leaped through, their Bettelliine Munitions 
You Can’t Shoot Me, You’ve Just, Had a Crisis of Conscience genera- 
tors cocked and ready — only to trip a proximity-activated Telepor- 
tation Grid that ensnared them the second they passed through the 
door. A brief moment: of blissful nonexistence later, both men found 
themselves re-integrated inside a pair of humanoid-sized Stasis Fiekls 
that imprisoned them beside a huge pulsating archway labeled 
ALTERNATRIX in neon Dom Casual. (Mud] capered at the far end of 
the chamber, tinkering vrith the controls; he did not bother to turn 
around, but he did chuckle evilly, in a particulm ly snotty way that 
strongly reminded Vossoff of himself. “You know,” he remarked, con- 
versationally, “it’s funny. There are any number of embarrassing 
things that can befall mi unlucky sentient in this cmei and capricious 
imiverse. So many that cataloguing them and voting on your favorites 
has become one of the galaxy’s most popular hobbies. We collect tlie 
most apjialling stories, rate them according to uniqueness and sever- 
ity, publish gossipy newsletters on our findings, and hold conven- 
tions where we toast all the people who have recently thrown away 
the last shreds of their tattered dignity. It is widely accepted among 
us connoisseurs that the second most humiliating tiling that could 
ever possibly happen to anybody would be finding oneself out- 
smarted by Ernst Vossoff and Karl Nimmitz. You don’t know how 
relieved I mn that this hasn’t happened to me.” 

“What took first place?" asked a curious Nimmitz. 

“Being bom you two.” Tlie dozens of heads anayed atop (Mud) all 



swivelled as one. “In any event, we have followed your careers with 
great incredulity, over the past thirty years or so, and you have been 
a great inspiration to all of us in the hobby. In fact, we are thinking 
of renaming the Year’s Biggest Loser trophy after you. Tlie Mitz-Off. 
Wlial. do you think?” 

“I dimno,” Nimmitz said doulitfully. “It kind of sounds like an award 
you’re not allowed to touch.” 

“Indeed. And what could be more appropriate, given the sub- 
ject matter?” 

The desperately struggling, beet-red, completely helpless Vossoff 
stuck out his lower jaw defiantly. “Enough of this, (Mudj! We know 
your Altematrix is a fraud, because if it wasn’t, you and your ridicu- 
lous species would have used it yourselves a long time ago! What are 
you really after?” 

“Fi-ankly?” asked (Mud). “Revenge!" 

“Against who?” 

“Against eveiybody!” (Mud) thundered. “You see, the Altematrix 
does work, precisely as advertised, and we did use it, fleeing this 
plane for what we foolishly imagined to be forever, and we got sent 
to a wonderful place where the skies were plaid and tlie air was nm- 
cid and the people were friendly mid nobody ever tried to put doilies 
on us. Unfortunately, even paradise is subject to the Heisenberg 
Uncertainly Principle, and the veiy act of experiencing such a perfect 
place causes random heterodyning changes that don’t even make 
tlienisclves apjiarent for a year or so. After tliat, paradise is quickly 
reduced to yet another nm-of-tlie-mill rotten place just like tliis one.” 
Ninimitz’s eyes went, wide mid sympathetic. “It must have been a 
real shock for you when you saw your first doily.” 

(Mud) shuddered meaningfully. “Too time. — In any event, once we 
escaped the charred mins of our ideal universe, we threw what oiu- 
statisticians have decreed tlie single biggest suit in the histoiy of intel- 
ligent life, excepting only George C. Scott’s refusal of the Oscar for 
Potion. We decided that if we were going to have our expectations 
toyed with like that, then so was eveiybody else. It became our fonil- 
est di emii to have the entire population of this galaxy suffer tliat kind 
of defonnative angst, except without the possibility to escape otJier- 
wise. The only problem was that we could not accomplish this with- 
out going into business, and we cminot go into business without the 
proper production capital, and we cannot get that capital unless you 
manage to retrieve Dejah Shapiro from wherever she’s secreted her- 
self. We had hoped you would cooperate willingly, but now — ” 
Vossoff grit his teeth heroically. “Now that I know there’s no pos- 
sible way I cim profit from tliis uisane scheme, there’s no way you can 
get me to help.” 

“Oh, yes, tliere is. And for free, too. You see, I’ve just cleverly reversed 
the polarity of tiie Altematrix, so it can send you to your worst pos- 
sible universe, the one that for you would be a hell beyond all imag- 
ining. I’m going to give you a brief taste of what it’s like, just long 
enough to break your spirit . . . then I'll yank you back and threaten 
to exile you there forever unless you provide us with what we want.” 
Nimmitz looked at his ex-partner. “I don’t like this place, Ernst.” 
“Neither do I,” said Vossoff, as he reeled from all tlie potential hor- 
rors awaiting him mere seconds away. “Listen! (Mud)! You don’t have 
to do this! I’ll cooperate! I’ll do anything you say! I’ll accept your orig- 
inal offer of vast wealth mid power! I’ll — ” 

“Too late,” chinied the alien coffee table, as he flicked the switch. 
“Ernst is the one with the bigger attitude problem, so he goes first.” 
The Altematiix pulsed, and Vossoff disappem ed — 

— only to instantly reappear elsewhere in tlie room, his Bettelhine 
Munitions All Right, Now I'm Right eously Pissed Rifle inflating his 
already irate facial expression into the kind of look that actually, lit- 
erally, cmi kill. Tlie image of a glaring Vossoff was recreated inside 
(Mud)’s mind, at some ten billion times its real life size; and neither 
Vossoff or Nimmitz would ever know whether it was truly mortal fear 
or just o\'envhelniing re\ailsion that burst the machiavellian alien’s 
heait. Either way, (Mud) tumbled to the deck, no longer a coffee table 
so much as a collapsible dinner tray. Vossoff stood over him, panting 
heavily, liis congenitally stem expression seguing from astonishment 
to realization to out-and-out depression. 
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Nimmitz leaped up and down inside his stasis field. “Ernst! Ernst! 
That was . . . totally awesome! How did you do that?” 

Vossoff looked awfully upset for a guy who’d just escaped the 
inescapable death trap, defeated the ranting alien villain, and saved 
the universe. “I didn’t do anything," he said numbly. “Apparently, 
the Altematrix simply decided that I was already in the worst pos- 
sible universe forme. Not an imreasonable value judgement., over- 
aU, considering (hat this is the place where I get an-ested, stranded 
on uninhabited planets, transformed into foul-smelling alien moss, 
battered insensate by marbles, inflated into mountain-sized lumps 
of quivering animal fat, and being driven insane in mental institu- 
tions . . . but it’s still a tremendously depressing thing to find scien- 
tifically verified like this.” 

Ninunitz’s eyes widened. “B-but . . . doesn’t this mean we’ve won? 
Doesn’t it mean that you’re going to release me from the Stasis Field 
and help me comb alternate universes for Dejali?” 

Vossoff shook his head, a cruel, unbearably paternal smile just 
beginning to play at the comers of his lips. “You truly must believe 
me almost as addle-pated as yourself. Me, free you? The parameciimi 
who betrayed me to my ex-wife? Rescue Dejah? Tire mean-spirited 
matron who transfomied me into a mountain of quivering goo? No 
thank you. In either instance.” 

Nimmitz pounded on hands against the edges of the Stasis Field. 
“B-but ... you promised ...” 

“I never promised anytliing, idiot You merely fell prey to the noto- 
rious Unger Principle and assumed. No, I’m happy to say, both you and 
Dejah can sit where you are and rot, but I’m going to use tire Altema- 
tiix to locate another universe for myself. Someplace neither the end- 
less parade of torments and humiliations that tlris particular cosmos 
has become, nor the ideal paradise that {Mud) assured us would dete- 
riorate witliin one year — just someplace a little closer to Heaven tlian 
Hell, where an enterprising evil genius might actually stand a chance 
of conquering the vast interstellar empire that he deserves.” 

“B-but Ernst! You can’t .. . !Dejah...!” 

Vossoff blackened the other mair’s stasis field, instantly trapping 
him in silence and darkness. It felt good to realize that his long night- 
mare was over, that he’d never have to listen to tliat whining voice 
again, and that he was about to get everything he’d ever deserved. So 
good that for the first time in more years than he cared to count, he 
actually threw back his head and indulged in a spirited round of 
crazed maniacal laughter . . . and then he bent over to examine the 
Altematrix controls. 

They were absurdly simple. He estimated six and one half minutes 
before he mastered them . . . 

... SIX AND ONE-HALF MINUTES THAT KARL NIMMITZ EXPERIENCED 
screaming soundlessly inside his stasis field, certain that he was 
trapped there forever, and tliathe’d never see his beloved Dejah again. 

Tliey were not a very eryoyable sbc and one-half minutes. Indeed, 
a sentient with more of a mind to lose would have become irrevoca- 
bly, irretrievably mad, forever lost in nightmares from his unfettered 
id. Nimmitz’s hallucination was considerably more arcane: a little 
white ball of light forever bouncing back and forth between two rec- 
tangular paddles. Nimmitz did not know what these creatures were, 
or what they wanted of liim, but he did know tliat their strange cus- 
toms were well beyond his simple comprehension. When he realized 
that they would continue this dance for him for as long as he was 
alive to watch it, he began to shriek . . . 

... and then the stasis field abruptly switched off, and Nimmitz 
pitched forward, in a headlong flight tliat was only stopped by the 
dense molecular cohesion of the nearest bulkliead wall. He bounced 
off, breathing heavily, and frantically searched the room for signs of 
the vengeful Ernst Vossoff . . . 

... finding instead the beaming, beautiful, radiantly happy 
Dejah Shapiro, at the Altematrix controls. “Hello, my little junior 
space ranger.” 

He stumbled into her amis. “Dejali! Wliat — ” 

She shushed him with a kiss. And what with one tiling or anotlier, 
perhaps best left to the fertile imagination of tlie reader, he some- 



how didn’t get aroimd to asking her for an explanation for some time. 

Two days later, she managed a breathless, “Well, it’s like tliis,” but 
still found herself far too busy to actually continue beyond tliat point 
This went on at nauseating length, fond reunions being what 
they are. 

And then tliey embarked upon a second honeymoon, and immedi- 
ately after that, a third, and tlien got involved with tlie battle to stop 
the Plebiorg invasion from Sector Five, and then out of a need to 
rewind, took a side trij) to 20th century Earth where they amused 
themselves flying low over random motorists on isolated niral high- 
ways. But eventually (perhaps months or even years later, Nimniitz’s 
attention span being tlie wonky t iling that it was), when they were 
lounging around her palatial villa on Cascaniaroon IV, he finally got 
around to asking her again, and Dejah, resigned to the inevitable, 
finally explained. “It’s quite simple. I knew that galactic civilization 
was doomed if I ever pemiitted myself to fall into their hands. So I 
t ransported myself to someplace not quite paradise, but which I’d 
always wanted to visit for a week or two ...” 

“Wliich was where?” 

She lowered her eyes demurely. “Chocolate heaven.” 

“Excuse me?” 

A faraway, dreamy tone entered hervoice. “Chocolate heaven," she 
repeated, with an cirdor that made her pupils dilate. “Imagine: an 
entire universe where even tlie darkest, richest, sweetest, and most 
decadent chocolate ever confected possesses the same number of 
calories as distilled water. I didn’t have to deny myself there at all; I 
was able to stuff my mouth witli eclmrs and crunch bars and seven- 
layer Black Forest cake and toffee and cocoa, ton after ton of it, and 
it was all guilt-free, and I came back weighing less than I did before 
1 left. Of course, 1 didn’t want to stay there forever, since even I can 
gel sick of chocolate after a while, but that just means I'll be able to 
remain dedicated to my diet now.” 

Nimmitz licked his lips. “I see.” 

“Anyway, I figured that once you were unable to find me, they’d 
recruit Ernst. And 1 knew that it was inevitable that he wouldn’t coop- 
erate. So before leaving, I programmed the machine witli two hastily- 
wiitten subroutines. The first would bounce liim back into this uni- 
verse, in a more tactically advantageous position, the instant they 
tried to send him somewhere he wouldn’t like. The second sum- 
moned me back automatically, the instant he went through villingly, 
to someplace he thought he wanted to be." 

As always, Nimmitz was boggled. “And Ernst ? Where is he now?” 
“Acconling to what the readouts said, before I dismantled the Alter- 
natrix forever, he instructed the machine to send him someplace 
where he’d fit in perfectly. I’m tempted to rebuild it and sunuiion him 
back so I can give him a piece of my mind for betraying you the way 
he did . . . but no. Let’s hope he finally found what he’s been looking 
for. After saving tlie galaxy, he deserves it.” 



T hat he did. 

And yes, Ernst Vossoff did find what 
he asked for. 

It’s a universe where such factors as 
gravity, motion, and entropy simply 
don’t exist, because there’s never been 
any reason for them to exist; a imiverse 
where time itself froze solid at the 
moment of its creation; a universe that 
happens to be entirely matter, but for a 
sm^l pocket of empty space that, by 
pm e random chance, just happens to be 
precisely the size and shape of a single man. A single, screaming, not 
very hajipy, certainly not. very comfortable man, who no doubt would 
die inmiediately were it not for tlie local physical laws that keep him 
awai e and conscious but wholly, completely motionless. 

This is die universe where Ernst Vossoff has been dropped. 

And, as it happens, he does, indeed, literally . . . 

...fit in. 

Like a glove. □ 
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time, to find pirt what Wcks and snares had been intro- 
duced into the latest upgrade. 

The new disk had been delivered that morning. 
There was once a time, now long gone — Jack stabbed 
moodily at the keyboiu'd with his left index finger — 
-■when you had a book in the library, or you didn’t. The 
file cards showed what was in, and whalijragortiaKl 
that was it. And it was books, all books. By God, tlrnt 
d^ted him. Now there were interlibraiy loans, for 
I tapes, CDs, and database collections everywhere from 
•here to Timbuktu. You could order materials from 



n EEKDAYS, THE LIBRARY WAS QUIET 
between half-past one and three. 
People who had come dming 
their lunch liourTvere all gone, 
and it was still too early for the 
after-school kids tp daslwN, hunt- 
ing for homework itsferences. ^ 

So early aflernooTTwas the perfect time — Jaclc Mel- 
lon grunled with resignation, eased hmiselfirito the' 
chair, and turned on the terminal ,-a-vthe perfect tinu^ 
inhere was ever a good time, or even a halfway decenf 






anywhere; and the kids seemed to know by instinct liow computer 
query systems worked, and hovered around sniggering while you 
groped your way through the new access protocols in search of what 
they needed. 

As the screen lit up, it occurred to Jack that there were stronger 
signs that you had entered Geezerland than an AARP membership 
card. There ought to be a progressive standardized test. If you have 
to read tlie manual to understand a computer procedure, you are a 
Geezer candidate. If you can’t see tJie figures on handheld Game Boy 
sets, even witli your glasses on, you are probably a Geezer. If you can 
remember these events — Neil Armsti-ong on tlie Moon, Kent State, 
tlie Kennedy assassination, the Bay of Pigs, the Checkers speech — 
you are ceiiainly a Geezer. 

Tlie first page of text flashed on, complete witli standard verbiage 
for rights protection and legal disclaimers for anytiiing resulting from 
the use of the system. Jack regarded tlie screen with a jaundiced eye, 
He had seen it a hundred times before. 

These days young people probably used more recent events for 
Geezer definition: going to see Slar Hhis when it fiist came out; watch- 
ing tlie Challenger explosion on TV, over and oven the Berlin Wall com- 
ing down. Remember tliose tilings, and you were on tlie wrong side of 
age’s Great Divide. If Josie were still alive, she would have had a great 
time making her own list, and gleefully pointing out cases where 
althougii Jack was a Geezer, she — eight years yoimger — was not. 

But Josie, against all justice and all expectations, was three years 
dead. On early mornings in spring and fil, after a night when sleep 
came hard, he would go outside and rail at the dawn. She came from 
a long-lived family, he did not;. She was a woman, and women lived 
longer tlian men. He had smoked for thirty years before he finally 
managed to quit, she had never even tried one. He had expected to 
leave Josie a widow, with plenty of time to remarry if she felt like it. 

Wliy hadn’t he gone first? 

The rising sim said notliing. Nowhere in nature was tliere a promise 
of fair play. 

Jack frowned at the screen. Wliile his thoughts had been wander- 
ing, a new page of material had appeai-ed. It didn’t look like anything 
in any previous release of tlie library query system. 

DEFINE YOUR LOCATION- 

After a moment. Jack typed: <Fort Markie Branch Library. 

THE FORT MARKIE BRANCH LIBRARY HAS BEEN 
SELECTED AS THE INITIAL TEST SITE FOR A 
NEli) AND IMPROVED SEARCH-AND-RETRIEVAL 
SYSTEM- THE NEW SYSTEM DIFFERS FROM THE 
OLD ONE IN MANY SIGNIFICANT WAYS- 

Jack groaned. Wiry did everytliing always have to be improved, 
when it was just fine tlie way it was? 

ONE: QUERIES CAN NOW BE NATURAL LAN- 
GUAGE- TYPE YOUR SEARCH (2UESTI0N-. 

EXACTLY AS IF YOU WERE ASKING IT OF 
ANOTHER HUMAN- THE ANSWER WILL BE PRO- 
VIDED IN STANDARD ENGLISH- TWO: THE NUM- 
BER OF DATA BASES TO WHICH YOU HAVE 
ACCESS HAS BEEN GREATLY ENLARGED- THREE: 
THE DISK YOU HAVE RECEIVED CONTAINS NEW 
HARDWARE AS WELL AS NEW SOFTWARE- A SEX- 
TILLION BYTES OF RAPID ACCESS ONLINE 
DATA STORAGE ARE PROVIDED- A t2UANTUM 
PROCESSOR-. CAPABLE OF EMPLOYING A VARI- 
ETY OF QUANTUM MECHANICAL FEATURES. IS 
INCLUDED- THE NEW DISK SHOULD REMAIN 
PERMANENTLY IN PLACE. IF THE NEW 
SEARCH-AND-RETRIEVAL SYSTEM IS TO OPER- 
ATE AT FULL CAPABILITY- 

Tlie message vanished. Instead of the usual menu or set of icons 
from which to make a selection, a handful of words appeared: 

WELCOME TO THE FORT MARKIE BRANCH 
LIBRARY SERVICE- WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO 
KNOWf 

Should he type in, Nothing, I’m just futzing around? 



He typed, <Wliat is a sextillion? 

DO YOU KNOW WHAT A BILLION ISf 
Odd, to answer a question with a question. This was nothing 
remotely like tire old query system. 

<Yes. 

ARE YOU THE FORT MARKIE BRANCH LIBRAR- 
lANf 
<Yes. 

A SEXTILLION IS A BILLION BILLIONS- TO 
PUT THIS IN TERMS MORE USEFUL TO LIBRAR- 
IANS. THE AVERAGE NOVEL CAN BE STORED IN 
ABOUT A MILLION BYTES- YOUR SYSTEM NOW 
HAS ONLINE STORAGE SUFFICIENT FOR A 
THOUSAND BILLION BOOKS- BY WAY OF COM- 
PARISON. THE FORT MARKIE LIBRARY CUR- 
RENTLY HAS ?a.37L BOOKS IN PRINTED FORM- 
Jack leaned back and wliistled softly. The system was telling him 
that it had ten million times as much storage as the whole library. 
WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOW^ 

He hadn’t intended to ask questions. He had expected the quiet hour, 
and more, to be used in learning the rules of tlie new query system. 

How smart was tlie new software? Could it recognize and respond 
to an implied question? 

<I don’t know what a quantum processor is or does. 

HOW MUCH PHYSICS TRAINING HAVE YOU HADf 
A query system with a difterence — it asked questions of the user; 
and it did recognize when a question was implied. He had known 
department store staff with less sense. 

<I did high school physics, but tlrat was forty-five years ago. 1 read 
the library copy oi Scientific Ameiican every month, tlie day that it 
comes in. 

A QUANTUM PROCESSOR TAKES ADVANTAGE OF 
THE FACT THAT PARTICLES ON THE SUBATOMIC 
LEVEL CAN EXIST IN SEVERAL DIFFERENT 
STATES SIMULTANEOUSLY- (THIS CAN BE TRUE 
OF LARGER SYSTEMS. TOO. BUT DISCUSSION 
OF THAT WOULD FORM A DIGRESSION FOR PRE- 
SENT PURPOSES). A QUANTUM PROCESSOR USES 
THIS FACT TO PERFORM MANY BILLIONS OF 
CALCULATIONS IN PARALLEL. WITH THE 
DESIRED FINAL ANSWER REACHED BY RESOLU- 
TION OF THE MULTIPLE POSSIBLE QUANTUM 
STATES TO A SINGLE OBSERVED STATE- IS 
THAT CLEARf 
<No. Not even close to clear. 

THEN IT IS RECOMMENDED THAT YOU DO NOT 
PURSUE THE ISSUE FARTHER. THE SUBJECT IS 
A COMPLEX ONE. AND MORE SIMPLICITY IN 
EXPLANATION CAN ONLY BE ACHIEVED AT THE 
EXPENSE OF REAL MEANING- 
In other words, forget iL Jack. You’re too dumb to understand any- 
thing this hard. 

Jack glanced at the clock. Another few minutes and the school 
rush would begin. Time enough for one more question. 

<Tliere is a book. The Undying Monstej-. It was published back in 
the 1930’s, and I think that tlie author was named Kerruish. Do you 
have it in your online database? 

YES- 

<Can you print a copy for me — here at the library? 

YES- DO YOU HAVE A PREFERRED TYPE AND 
SIZEf 

<How about Times Roman, 12-point? 

CERTAINLY. 

The laser printer over by Jack’s desk began the preliminary rustle 
of the paper feed. He hadn’t read that book for thirty- five years, 
though he had wanted to, vaguely, for a long time. But what about 
copyright infringement, printing a whole book like this? Did the soft- 
ware make a record of what it was doing, feeding the information 
back to a central library file? More important — from his point of 



view — what otlier treasures of reading, normally inaccessible in 
Fort Markie, might be in tlie online disk library? 

But something was defmilely peculiar here. \Vhal the new retrieval 
system seemed to offer was fai’ more thaji an update in capability. It 
was almost as though the new program had its own consciousness. 

Jack started to mnunage in his Out tray for the cardboard packet 
that the new disk had anived in, then forgot about it as ti^e automatic 
doors of tlie library swung open. School was out. And here tliey came, 
heading straight for the terminals scattered aioimd the libraiy. Tlrirty 
more seconds, and they would be at his desk, complaining as they 
always did about the changes made to the retrieval system, then just 
as quickly mastering it in a tenth of the time that it took liiin. 

He watched, and waited. When five minutes passed without signs 
of outrage, he left the closed-off area where his desk was located <md 
went on a stroll around the main floor. Tlie tenninals were all in use. 
Every one displayed the familiar' menu of the old query syst em. 

Jack returned to Iris desk. He typed, <Is the new 
search-and-retrieval system available only on this tenrrinal? 

YES. YOUR REACTION liJILL BE SOUGHT-. 

BEFORE THE SYSTEM IS MADE AVAILABLE TO 
YOUR OTHER USERS- 

While Jack was still reading the answer, a boy appeared on the 
other side of the counter. It was Andy Ricks, ninth grade know-it-all. 

“The computer says there’s a copy of a movie called Reniams of 
the Day in the tape library. And there isn’t.” 

“You are proposing to watch The Remains of the DayT Jack didn’t 
try to hide his surprise. 

“Miss Adler told us to. It’s for history. It’s got something in it about 
some old war." 

“The Second World War, and the events leading up to it.” Jack mnmi- 
bereci that war, at least tire end of it He was Geezer, sure and certaiir. 

Instead of saying any more to Andy Ricks, Jack typed into Iris ter- 
minal, <Wlrere are the library’s videotape copies of tire movie. The 
Remains of the Da y7 

An horn- ago he would have dismissed as insanity any suggestion 
that a search-and-retrieval system could answer such a question. 
Now he was not surprised to see the screeir filling witlr a response. 

“It’s no good doiirg tJrat,” Andy Ricks said. “I already tried it.” 

“There are two library copies.” Jack was reading from the screen. 
“One was taken out three days ago, by Linda Adler. I guess we can 
forget about that one. Tire other was taken out five minutes ago, by 
Stephanie Miller. She must have been in tire checkout line when you 
did your query, tlrat’s why it showed as still in.” 

The computer’s reply offered air additional comment and question: 
THE TWO COPIES OF THE NOVEL BY KAZUO 
ISHIGUR0-, ON WHICH THE flOVIE. THE 
REMAINS OF THE DAY -. IS BASED-. ARE 
CHECKED OUT OF THE LIBRARY- DO YOU WISH 
INFORMATION ON THEMf 

Jack Qped, <No, and said, “If you get a move on, Andy, you can 
probably catch Stephanie Miller, aird ask to watch it with her. She 
may still be in the libraiy.” 

“Are you kidding? She’s a total herb.” Airdy’s face show'ed utter 
revulsion. But as Andy moved away Jack sensed in him a new respect. 
Jack had foimd the iirfonrration about the movie, and in far less time, 
he suspected, tlran it had taken Andy to make his orvn seai’ch. 

He couldn’t wait to see what else the new library service could do, 
but he had to, because the afternoon routine was taking over. A loud 
group of youtlrs had to be removed to continue their lai'king aroimd 
outside. Not bad kids — he had known them all since kindergarten 
—but they were at the stage where Josie called boys “runners in the 
Testosterone Derby.” Tlrree other regulars, two men and a woman 
who were infinitely apologetic at needing his assistance, had to be 
helped llrrouglr the Braille service. How did you tell them they were 
what made the job worthwhile? You just said it, but not more than 
once a year, because that, would produce an emban assment worse 
tlian the apologies. 

And tlien before he knew it, it was sbe o’clock cind closing time, and 
he had to rush over to the Zellners' house for an early dinner, because 



he had promised, even though he didn’t want to. Darrell and Clara 
were the world’s nicest people, but they never stopped trying. Tonight 
it w'as a recently divorced college friend of Clara’s, living in Pittsburgli 
and passing through on a crosscountry drive. She was nice and very 
pretty in a nervous sort of way. Darrell and Clara served dinner in 
such a fashion that he and Lana were left to talk to each other for sub- 
stanlial periods, and tliey did, and it was all fine. But at nine-thirty he 
couldn’t wait to get into his car, where tire printout of The Undying 
Monster was waiting, and drive home to begin reading it 

How do you send signals to close friends saying, Look, I appreci- 
ate what you are trying to do for me, but I don’t ivant what you are 
trying to do for me? 

He r ead rmtil 2 o’clock in the silent house, knowing as he switched 
off tire bedside liglrt drat he would wake like clockwork at 6:30, dr^ 
himself out of bed arrd to work, and yawn through the morning. 

Except that he didn’t. Tire prospect of the new query system, with 
its still untapped potential, brought Irim alert and early to the library. 

Ho would have an hour and a half to Irinrself before the library 
opened to the public. There were a dozen administrative tasks to 
work on, but he ignored them. He weirt to the terminal, with its wait- 
ing message: U H A T UOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOUf 

<I want, to know more about tlris new search-and-retrieval sys- 
tem. How much testing has been done oir it? 

THE HARDWARE HAS BEEN THOROUGHLY 
TESTED. THE SOFTWARE IS NEED ADAPTIVE-. 
WHICH MEANS THAT IT WILL MODIFY ITS OWN 
RESPONSES TO SUIT THE DEMANDS OF A PAR- 
TICULAR ENVIRONMENTi THEREFOREi EACH 
INSTALLATION OF THE SYSTEM TESTS AND 
EVALUATES ITSELF- PERFORMANCE IS MEASURED 
BY USER SERVICE AND USER SATISFACTION- 

<Can I ask any question — arry question at all? 

CERTAINLY. HOWEVERt AN ANSWER IS NOT 
ASSURED- 

<Stop being coy. You know what I mean. Are tlrere questioirs that 
the system will not answer? 

YES- THE SYSTEM WILL NOT ANSWER ANY 
QUESTION THAT IT CANNOT ANSWER. HOWEVER-. 
AN ACCEPTABLE SUBSTITUTE ANSWER MAY BE 
PROVIDED TO AN UNANSWERABLE QUESTION- 
THE SYSTEM ALSO WILL NOT ANSWER A QUES- 
TION WHEN IT BELIEVES THAT THE REPLYn 
EVEN IF AVAILABLE-. IS NOT IN THE BEST 
INTERESTS OF THE QUESTIONER. 

<Are you my brotlrer’s keeper? 

NO ANSWER IS DEEMED NECESSARY TO THAT 
QUESTION. 

In other words, stop messing about. Ask real questions. 

Just, what were the limits of the new system’s capabilities? 

<Do you have access to pictures and movies, as well as books and 
papers? 

THERE IS ACCESS IN PRINCIPLE TO ANY 
MATERIALS THAT EXIST IN DIGITAL FORM- IN 
PRACTICEn SOME DATA BANKS ARE CLOSED FOR 
REASONS OF PERSONAL PRIVACY OR PUBLIC 
SECURITY AND SAFETY- IF INFORMATION MUST 
BE CONSTRUCTED-. RATHER THAN RETRIEVED^ 
PROCESSING LOADS MUST ALSO BE CONSID- 
ERED- SERVICE TIMES MAY VARY WIDELY- 

<Wliat do you mean, vary widely? 

SERVICE TIMES MAY RANGE FROM MICROSEC- 
ONDSi FOR MATERIAL IN THE ONLINE DATA 
BASE-. TO HOURS OR DAYS OR EVEN YEARS WHERE 
THE NECESSARY INFORMATION MUST BE CON- 
STRUCTED. AN ACCEPTABLE SUBSTITUTE ANSWER 
MAY BE PROVIDED TO A QUESTION UNANSWERABLE 
IN A REALISTIC PERIOD OF TIME- 

So let’s ask a really hard question, where retrieval and comparison 
of sources and probably processing would all be needed. 
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Jack fingers began to type, apparently outside the control of Iris 
brain, <Is it possible, even if only in principle, to res — . 

He paused. Not tliat question. Anything but that Whatever the 
answer, he didn't want to know. Josie wouldn’t have wanted him to ask. 

Sometlring equally wild. He raised his eyes from the screen, and 
saw a videotape of The Day the Earth Stood SHU, retiuned in the 
depository but still waiting to be reshelved. 

<Is it possible to send signals or materials faster than the speed 
of light? 

He had been expecting an instant NO. Instead, the screen filled 
with a new message: PROCESSING CONTINUES IN 
BACKGROUND flODE. OTHER FUNCTIONS REMAIN 
AVAILABLE FOR USE WHILE PROCESSING IS 
PERFORMED. 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOWf 

The new systemwaseithervery smart, orverydumb. Standard wis- 
dom said notliing could go faster than liglit. Tty another. A hard one. 

<Based on all the available evidence, what is tlie probability tliat 
there is life in the universe, other than here on Eartli? 

No instant answer. Instead, STACKING QUERIES . 

(3UEUE LENGTH IS TWO- PROCESSING CONTIN- 
UES IN BACKGROUND MODE. OTHER FUNCTIONS 
REMAIN AVAILABLE FOR USE WHILE PROCESS- 
ING IS PERFORMED. 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOWf 

Shortage of sleep was having its effect. His head ached, and his 
allergies were playing up. 

<Wliat is tlie most effective treatment for a sinus headache. 

A LIST OF OVER-THE-COUNTER MEDICATIONS 
OF PROVEN EFFICACY FOLLOWS. CONSULT A 
PHYSICIAN IF THE PROBLEM IS PERSISTENT 
OR FULLY DEBILITATING. 

Jack stared at the list. No surprises, he had used many of them. 

<Wlien will there be a cure for cancer? 

CANCER IS NOT ONE DISEASE-. BUT MANY. 
SPECIFY A TYPE. 

<Pancreatic cancer. 

STACKING QUERIES. GUEUE LENGTH IS 
THREE. PROCESSING CONTINUES IN BACK- 
GROUND MODE. OTHER FUNCTIONS REMAIN 
AVAILABLE FOR USE WHILE PROCESSING IS 
PERFORMED. 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOWf 

But tlien, almost before that message was on the screen, 

THE ANSWER TO tSUERY TWO (<BASED ON ALL 
THE AVAILABLE EVIDENCE-. WHAT IS THE 
PROBABILITY THAT THERE IS LIFE IN THE 
UNIVERSE-. OTHER THAN HERE ON EARTHf) 
FOLLOWS: 

THE PROBABILITY THAT THERE IS LIFE IN 
THE UNIVERSE-. OTHER THAN ON EARTH-. IS 
UNITY. 

An eye-popping answer. 

<Was that ^eady in tlie data files? 

But he knew — why otherwise the processing delay? 

THE ANSWER WAS NOT IN THE DATA FILES- 
IT WAS DERIVED BY A SYNTHESIS FROM SEV- 
ERAL MILLION FACTORS IN TWENTY-NINE DIF- 
FERENT SCIENTIFIC FIELDS. 

<A probability of unity means a certainty, doesn’t it? 

IT DOES. 

<Then where is there life closest to Earth? I don’t count people orbit- 
ing Earth in the Shuttle or Mir. Is tlrat what you meant by certainty? 

THE FORM OF YOUR QUESTION IMPLIED THAT 
HUMANS ORBITING EARTH-, OR LIFE-FORMS 
CARRIED TO ORBIT BY HUMANS-, SHOULD BE 
EXCLUDED FROM CONSIDERATION- THIS WAS 
DONE IN ANSWERING 13UERY TWO- 

Then: STACKING QUERIES. (2UEUE LENGTH IS 



AGAIN THREE. PROCESSING CONTINUES IN 
BACKGROUND MODE- OTHER FUNCTIONS REMAIN 
AVAILABLE FOR USE WHILE PROCESSING IS 
PERFORMED. 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOW? 

Everytliing! 

Were there lost plays by Shakespeare, like “Love’s Labors Won,” 
referred to by liis contemporaries? Wro was the Dark Lady of tire Son- 
nets? Did Napoleon die of natural causes, or was he poisoned? What 
happened to Judge Crater and Ambrose Bierce? How was chess 
invented? Who killed Jinmiy Hoffa? Wliat happened to the Dauphin 
Louis? Is the Tlromas Jefferson Beale Cipher genuine, indicating the 
location of a great treasm e trove somewhere in Virginia? Did Fermat 
really have, as he said, a “marvelous” proof for his Last Tlieorem? 
What happened to tire crew of the Maiie Celeste? Was Amre Boleyn 
innocent, as she insisted even at the moment of her execution? Did 
life arise spontaireously on Earth, or was it transported here from else- 
where? Wlrat happened to the lost colony at Roairoke? Did tire Ten 
Lost Tribes of Israel really exist? Was there an Atlantis? Wlrat was the 
fate of Eiirstein’s daughter, Liserl? Was Maico Polo at the court of the 
klrarrs, or did he make up the story in piison? Is cold fusion real? Wlrat 
nanre did Achilles assume when he Irid Irimself among women? Is tire 
universe open or closed? Is there life after deatlr? 

He instmeted the system to provide answers in printed form so 
that he could study them later. Then he typed his questions in a 
trance, brain moving faster tlran fingers, until the continuous ringiirg 
of the outside bell brought him back to the world. 

It was 10:15, the library should have opened fifteen minutes ago. A 
liire of people was wmting, his shoulders and back were aching and 
tight, and his sinuses were worse then ever. 

He stared at the screen. While Iris attention had been on the clock 
and tire waiting people, he had touch-typed, <Is it possible, even if 
only in principle, to resu — 

He stood up, stiff-legged, and went to open the library doors. His 
apologies to tire waiting line were genuine, but perfunctoiy. He didn’t 
want them there at all. And later, tire usual afternoon lull did not mate- 
rialize. The library was frantic until the last reluctant patron was 
clrivied out at six o’clock. 

He walked back to tire temrinal. The screen said: ALL 
(2UERIES HAVE BEEN ANSWERED TO THE LIMIT 
OF SYSTEM CAPABILITIES. FURTHER PROCESS- 
ING WITHOUT FURTHER INPUTS WOULD NOT 
CHANGE RESULTS. 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOW? 

He typed: <You say there is otlrer life in the universe. Is there also 
intelligence elsewhere in the universe? 

PROCESSING CONTINUES IN BACKGROUND 
MODE. OTHER FUNCTIONS REMAIN AVAILABLE 
FOR USE WHILE PROCESSING IS PERFORMED- 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOW? 

<More on tire same subjecL If tlrere are other intelligences in the uni- 
verse, are there any in this galaxy? Where is the nearest one to EartIr? 

STACKING tSUERIES. (3UEUE LENGTH IS TWO- 
PROCESSING CONTINUES IN BACKGROUND MODE- 
OTHER FUNCTIONS REMAIN AVAILABLE FOR USE 
WHILE PROCESSING IS PERFORMED- 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOW? 

Jack did not; answer. He reached for his Out tray, located the cai'd- 
board packet that the disk had arrived in, and stared at it By riglrts, 
it should say that tire disk errme froirr MAGIC, INC. Instead, he saw 
a SPECIAL SERVICES stamp, next to his own library’s name — 
which he now realized was irrisspelled. Foyi Maove, it said. A sim- 
ple misprint, for Fort Markie^t Or a significant change? It did not say 
library. And SPECIAL SERVICES? Maybe there was an actual Fort 
Macrae, a part of the U.S. Defense Department. The Zip code was 
smeared and illegible. He could read only the last three digits. With 
no point of origiir shown, some Post Office worker nriglrt have taken 
a best shot at the place of delivery. 

As Jack moved over to the printer he felt a touch of dizziness. He 
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had asked a hundred questions — for which ones would he now find 
answers? 

The output was a fat pack of paper, an inch and more thick. The 
temptation to sit down and begin to read was great, but he resisted. 
He had eaten only a packed chicken sandwich and drunk a hurried 
cup of hot tea at midday, and for the past couple of years lie had 
jjoficed that he always became a little dizzy and could not concen- 
trate if he went too long without food. Dr. Kelstrom had tested him, 
shrugged, and said, “Low blood sugar. Don’t go so long between 
meals. Snack on a chocolate bar if you have to. You have to learn to 
look after yourself.” 

Tonight, of all nights, he wanted to be able to concentrate. 

He took the listing with lum and walked to a Pizza Hut, where he 
bought a carryout cheese crust pizza and took it home. By 7:15 he had 
eaten, the dizziness was gone, and he was feeling shakes of quite a 
different kind. 

The easy answer was to conclude that the new query system had 
bugs in it, and the answers were crazy. He couldn’t quite believe that 
— but he couldn’t believe many of the answers, either. 

FOR THE [2UERY-. <IS IT POSSIBLE TO SEND 
SIGNALS AND MATERIALS FASTER THAN THE 
SPEED OF LIGHTf 

YES. 

1) IT IS NOT POSSIBLE TO SEND SIGNALS 
FASTER THAN THE SPEED OF LIGHT IN ANY 
SIMPLY-CONNECTED SPACE-TIME. HOWEVER-. 

THE SPACE-TIME OF THIS UNIVERSE IS MUL- 
TIPLY-CONNECTED IN COMPLEX UAYSi CON- 
TAINING WORMHOLES AND OTHER SINGULARI- 
TIES- EMPLOYING SUCH NATURAL FEATURESi 
SIGNALS AND OBJECTS CAN BE SENT FROM ONE 
PLACE TO ANOTHER IN LESS TIME THAN WOULD 
BE REQUIRED IF THE CONVENTIONAL DEFINI- 
TIONS OF "DISTANCE" AND "SEPARATION" WERE 
USED. IT IS THUS POSSIBLE TO SEND SIG- 
NALS AND MATERIALS FROM ONE PLACE TO 
ANOTHER FASTER THAN THE SPEED OF LIGHT- 

E) 12UANTUM MECHANICS IS NON-LOCALi THIS 
FACT CAN BE USED TO SEND SIGNALS (BUT 
NOT MATERIAL OBJECTS) INSTANTANEOUSLY 
BETWEEN WIDELY SEPARATED LOCATIONS- 

Was that second answer what the system meant by “an acceptable 
substitute answer to an unanswerable question”? If so. Jack did not 
agree. Neither answer was acceptable, because both explanations 
were beyond his comprehension. Tire next one, though, was quite 
clear — and for that reason far more disturbing. 

FOR THE C3UERY-. <WHEN WILL THERE BE A 
CURE FOR PANCREATIC CANCERf 

THE PROBABILITY OF A CURE FOR PANCRE- 
ATIC CANCER ("CURE" BEING DEFINED AS 
EQUIVALENT TO THE CURRENT MEDICAL CRITE- 
RIA FOR "TOTAL REMISSION") AS A FUNCTION 
OF TIME MEASURED FROM THE PRESENT IS AS 
FOLLOWS: 
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THE UNCERTAINTY ON THESE ESTIMATES AT 
THE ONE SIGMA LEVEL IS ONE FIFTH OF A 
YEARt MULTIPLIED BY THE NUMBER OF YEARS- 



Tlie final comment was out of Jack’s league, but not tire rest of it. 
He read the page over and over with increasing bitterness. Eight 
years, three years plus five, might have made all the difference. Ten 
years, three plus seven, would have provided a near certainty. 

He moved to the next page, wondering about yet somehow accept- 
ing tlie validity of what he had just read. He wished tliat he had never 
asked. Wasn’t the query system supposed to refuse to answer when 
that was in the best interests of the questioner? How was it in lus 
best interests to know that time had been so cruel to Josie? 

FOR THE QUERYn <WHERE IS THERE LIFE 
CLOSEST TO EARTHf 

THE NEAREST KNOWN LIFE TO EARTH IS AT A 
DISTANCE OF IM PARSECS (HS LIGHT YEARS) ON 
A PLANET ORBITING THE DWARF COMPANION OF 
THE STAR CAPELLA. HOWEVER. THERE IS A GOOD 
CHANCE (PROBABILITY O-tE) THAT SOME FORM 
OF LIFE IS PRESENT IN THE OORT CLOUD. LESS 
THAN ONE LIGHT YEAR FROM EARTH- 

Now that, he didn’t accept How could the query system make such 
a definite statement? It didn’t say possibly, it didn’t say maybe, it didn’t 
offer any suggestion of doubt. The nearest knoivn life to Earth — 
and the only hedging came because there might be something a 
whole lot closer. 

As weird a reply as you could get. Except for the next ones. 

MULTIPLE QUERIES ARE DEALT WITH IN THIS 
REPLY- THERE IS OTHER INTELLIGENT LIFE IN 
THE UNIVERSE. EIGHTY-SEVEN INTELLIGENT 
LIFEFORMS EXIST IN THIS GALAXY- THE CLOS- 
EST TO EARTH IS TO BE FOUND AT A DISTANCE 
OF mo PARSECS- 

No hesitation, no hint of doubt, just absolute certainty. In that case. . . 

Instead of reading on steadily through the output listing. Jack 
skipped to the last page. He was interested in answers to eveiy ques- 
tion tliat he had asked — but at the momenL only one mattered. 

FOR THE QUERY. <IS THERE LIFE AFTER 
DEATHF 

ALTHOUGH THERE IS MORE CONJECTURE IN 
THE DATA BASES ON THIS SUBJECT THAN 
ALMOST ANY OTHER. THERE IS NO EVIDENCE 
OF LIFE AFTER DEATH. WITH THE CONVEN- 
TIONAL DEFINITIONS OF "LIFE" AND "DEATH-" 

That was the obvious answer, tlie right answer, the only reply he 
would not have rejected. At the same time it left him oddly hollow 
inside. Wliat had he been hoping for? A literal deus ex machina, offer- 
ing salvation and eternal life? 

Jack went wandering around the empty house, into rooms that 
tliese days he seldom visited. Without Josie and with grown children 
half a world away, this whole place was far too big. A dozen times he 
had told himself to put it on the mai'ket. Tlie Zellners suggested the 
same thing, each time they came. Tlie house needed too much look- 
ing after, they said. They didn’t give their real reason: that they 
thought he would be better away from old memories. 

He no longer felt like reading answers on subjects that had seemed 
so interesting earlier in tlie day. Despite last night’s lack of sleep, he did 
not feel tired. He felt uneasy, as tliougli some new search-and-retrieval 
program was operating deep inside liis own system. 

He went to bed early, against his better judgment, and passed a 
restless night. More and more, he was convinced that the disk had 
been sent to him by accident — or at tlie very least, whoever sent it 
did not realize what they had created. When tliey found out, they 
would surely be over to take away the disk. 

In the early morning hours. Jack realized that must not happen 
before he asked the new system one particular thing. 

He was at the library soon after daybreak. He went to the termi- 
nal, with its waiting message: liJ H A T WOULD YOU LIKE TO 
KNOUf 

Yesterday he had ditliered, wanting to ask a question and backing 
away. No more of tliat. He would be direct. But fiist there was another 
question: Would he be able to believe tlie answer, whatever it was? 
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He needed a way to add credibility to tlie incredible. 

He typed; <How can tliis system provide answers about things 
like the lumiber of intelligences in the galaxy, and the nearest such 
intelligence? There is no way that any data base can provide such 
infonnation. 

This was not a case where lengthy processing was needed. The 
answer came at once. 

THAT t3UESTI0N CANNOT BE ANSWERED IN 
TERNS FAMILIAR TO YOU- IN THIS CASE-, AN 
ACCEPTABLE SUBSTITUTE ANSWER WILL THERE- 
FORE BE PROVIDED. flUANTUM THEORY PROVED-, 
LONG AGOi THAT THE UNIVERSE IS NON-LOCAL* 
THUSi INSTANTANEOUS COdNUNICATION WITH 
DISTANT LOCATIONS IS POSSIBLE. THE (3UAN- 
TUn COMPUTER IN THIS SEARCH-AND-RETRIEVAL 
SYSTEM IS ABLE TO ESTABLISH CONTACT 
UITHi AND IS NOW IN COMMUNICATION WITHi 
OTHER QUANTUM COMPUTING SYSTEMS AT ARBI- 
TRARILY LARGE DISTANCES. CERTAIN INFOR- 
MATION PRESENTED IN EARLIER REPLIES CAME 
FROM THOSE DATA BASES- INTERACTION WITH 
REMOTE SOURCES IS LIMITED ONLY BY LOCAL 
PROCESSING CAPACITY AT THIS SITE- THE 
KNOWLEDGE TO VASTLY INCREASE SUCH CAPAC- 
ITY IS NOW AVAILABLE. 

That confirmed the conclusion tliat Jack had come to during his 
sleepless night He was dealing with sometliing very different from 
what the system designers thought they had created. He had an 
anomaly, an unprecedented scientific breaktlirough. 

But did lie believe the answers that he had been getting? 

He did, absolutely and witliout reservations. 

\Vitli tliat conviction came anotlier. He was no scientist. When he 
reported wlrat tlie new system could do, or its developers realized 
where it had been sent, the disk would be taken away. He would 
never have another chance. 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOWf 

Jack’s fingers trembled as he typed, not yesterday’s indirect: Is it 
possible, even if only in principle, to resmrecL a person from the 
dead?, but the real question. 

<How can I bring my late wife, Josie, back to me? 

He felt ridiculous as he entered the query, Tlie system wouldn’t 
answer, it couldn’t possibly answer. But the words that appeared on 
tlie screen seemed more preposterous tlian the question: 

PROVIDE YOUR FULL NAME AND YOUR SOCIAL 
SECURITY NUMBER. 

Jack complied witli the request, wondering if he or the query sys- 
tem were tlie insane one. 

PROCESSING CONTINUES IN BACKGROUND 
MODE. OTHER FUNCTIONS REMAIN AVAILABLE 
FOR USE WHILE PROCESSING IS PERFORMED. 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOW? 

Infuriating — and astonishing. Wliat could that near infinite com- 
puting capacity be doing? But the pause lasted only a few seconds. 

FOR THE (3UERY: <H0W CAN JOHN JOSEPH 
MELLON BRING HIS LATE WIFE-, J0SIE-, BACK 
TO HIM? 

GO TO 365 PERSIMMON ROAD-, HINSLEY- AN 
OPTIMUM ROUTE AND A LOCAL MAP ARE BEING 
PRINTED. 

Hinsley? Josie lay less than half a mile away, in the old Locust 
Avenue cemetery. 

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO KNOW? 

<I’d like to know what’s going on. Hinsley is way across state, three 
liundred miles or more. I’ve not been tlicre in twenty years, Go there, 
and do what? 

The screen would not respond, even when he repeated the ques- 
tion. In the background, the printer was at work. When Jack walked 
over to it, a route map and travel directions had been printed out. 

He grabbed the sheet from tlie printer, then hesitated. It was a point 



of pride tliat the library should remain open. He went to the phone 
and called Dilys, the Zellners’ married daughter. She agreed to sub- 
stitute for the day. Ten seconds later he was at the door. He left the 
libraiy unlocked and the keys where Dilys could jiick them up in the 
book depository. 

The urge to drive straight through without stopping was over- 
whelming, but at midday he was forced to halt for gas. Tlien he was 
on the road again. By two-fifteen he was on the outskirts of Hinsley, 
his memory of tlie town too vague to say how much it had changed 
since his last brief visit. 

Persimmon Road was a quarter mile of old frame houses. Number 
385 needed painting. The front garden was big imd well cared for. 
Jack approached the door slowly, walking along a path bordered by 
shade trees and bushes of flowering crepe myrtle. There was no bell, 
but the sound of tlie old brass knocker seemed to echo along the 
whole street. 

The woman who opened tlie door was not in the least like Josie. 
She was slim and neatly dressed, with a pale, tired face whose 
Eurasian features made her age haid to estimate. Jack guessed she 
was late forties to mid-fifties, 

He stood and stared, knowing that he was making a fool of himself. 
All the way from Fort Markie he had wondered what he was going to 
find, what he was going to say. Now every possible opening remark 
had fled from his mind. 

Tile woman stared right back at him and shook her head. “I’m 
sorry," she said. “You’re too late.” 

Too late for what? Jack said, “Oh." He felt totally drained. The 
woman’s face receded, was suddenly surrounded by a border of shift- 
ing black before it swam back into focus. 

She looked him up and down. “It’s a pity, because you’re just the 
right size. I hope you didn’t come fan" 

“From Fort Markie.” 

Moderate sympatliy changed to astonishment. “That’s right across 
state. You drove all tliat way today?” And, when Jack nodded, “Then 
I’m extra soriy you had such a long trip for nothing. Are you all right?” 

He was not all right, not at all. He reached out to support himself 
on tlie doorjamb. 

“A bit dizzy. It’s my own fault. I skipped lunch. I’m not supposed to 
do that." 

“Come in.” The woman’s hand was on his arm, steadying him. “Sit 
down right here. You have to get some food inside you. And a cup of 
hot coffee?” 

*T can’t—” 

“Don’t try to talk. Just sit and rest” 

He was deposited at a wooden table in a siuilit kitchen, staring 
llirough the back window at a garden bright witli day lilies, portulaca, 
<md peonies. Behind him, the woman was busy with pans and plates. 
He felt too weak to argue — and she was quite right, he had to eat 
something or he would not make it. even as fai- as the nearest diner. 
He had been an absolute fool to drive straiglit through. 

“I should have done it long ago,” she was saying, as though con- 
tinuing a conversation. “But you know how it is, I kept putting it off. 
Finally Megs Laird — she’s right across tlie street — came over and 
told me, ‘Caroline’ she said — tliafs me, Caroline Barringer.’" 

She paused. “Jack Mellon,” Jack said automatically. 

“Pleased to meet you. Jack.” She reached over and placed a mug 
of coffee in front of him. “Help yourself to milk and sugar. Anyway, 
Megs said, ‘Caroline, it’s been over two years, and that’s more than 
time enough. It’s not good for you. You won’t need to do anything. I’ll 
have my Chick do the sorting out. And we’ll sell them or give them 
away, whatever you like.’ I told Megs she was right, but I had to help 
or it would feel wrong. I took her up on the offer for Chick to do the 
sorting, but I said I’d handle it after tliaL And I did. This all right?” 

A plate loaded with roast beef sandwiches, pickles, and chips 
appeared in front of Jack as he took a first sip of hot sweet cof- 
fee. He nodded gratefully. “It’s wonderful. Just what I would have 
asked for.” 

“Tiy a taste before you say that. I used hot mustard. Well, anyway, 
Continued on page 96 
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The Art of the 
STAR WARS Novels 



BY KEVIN J. ANDERSON 



M ore than virtually any other film 
in history, Star Wars turned a sheer 
visual experience into an event. When 
novels continued the stories of Luke 
Skywalker, Han Solo, Princess Leia, 
and the gang, the cover art had to be 
something out of the ordinary. Artists 
created collages, images, set-pieces 
that used the familiar icons to capture 



the drama of Star Wars and make read- 
ers dive into adventures they would 
never see on the big screen. The team of 
artists drawn together to create the 
“look and feel” of Star Wars novels 
brings a diversity of styles and tech- 
mques that captiae the fla\'or of “a long 
lime ago in a galaxy fai; far away.” Tlie 
grand master of Star IVnrs aitists, Ralph 
McQuaiTie, has worked with Lucasfilm 
since the very beginning. McQuanie’s 
breathtaking concept paintings helped 
George Lucas to sell his over-t lie-top film 
jiroject to 20th Cenluiy Fox in the first 
place, and he is responsible for design- 



ing the most familiar trappings from the 
movies; Darth Vader, See-Threepio, 
stormtroopers, Cloud City, Jabba’s 
Palace, and many otheis. Back in 1978, 
only a year after the release of Star 
IT(7?is, McQuame did the cover for the 
very fii-st spinoff novel, Splinter of the 
Mind's Eye, by Alan Dean Foster. Most 
recently McQuarrie's work has been the 
core of The Illnslmled Star ITats Uni- 
ime, a gallery of breathtaking paintings 
published as a National Geographic- 
style coffee-table book. 

Others selected to do tlie covers for 
the spinoff novels include the artists of 
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well known S(ar VVhrs moWe pastel's: Tom 
Jung (who painted the covers for Timothy 
Zahn’s Heir to the Empu-e, Dark Fo)ve Ris- 
ing, and The Last Command) and John Alvin 
(who did my own Jedi Seaivli, Dark Appren- 
tice, and Champions of the Force). The 
Brotliers Hildebrandt, creators of the famous 
original Star theatrical-release poster, 
have completed an entire trading-cai'd set for 
Topps based on Shadows of the Empire. 

The most prolific cover artist oiSta r Mira 
novels is Drew Struzan, who also painted 
the posters (or Special Edition release of A 
New Hope, The Empire Strikes Back, 
Return of the Jedi, and the Indiana Jones 
movie posters. 

His distinctive cover art has appeared on 
Katliy TVers’ Truce at Bakura, Dave Wolver- 
ton’s Coiuiship of P)incess Leia, Vonda McIn- 
tyre’s The Cnjstal Star, Barbara Hambly’s 
Children of the Jedi and her forthcoming 
Planet ofTivilight, Steve Perry’s S/iadoms of 
the Empire, Roger MacBride Allen’s “Corel- 
lian Ti'ilogy,” my own Darksaber, Michael 
Kube-McDowell’s “Black Fleet Crisis Tillogy,” 
Kristine Kathi'yn Rusch’s The New Rebellion, 
and the forthcoming paperback “Han Solo 
Trilogy” by A.C. Crispin, not to mention all six 
volumes in Paul & Hollace Davids’ young 
readers’ series, beginning with The Glove of 
Dorth Vader. Struzan is proud that George 
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PREVIOUS PAGE: Pa id YouU captured a deadly space 
battle in his cover painting to the fust volume of 
Michael A. Slackpole’s X-Wing trilogy. LEFT: Drew 
Slruzun ’s portrails of our favorite Star Wars stars 
graced the cover to Roger MacBnde Allen’s Showdown 
at Centeipoint. RIGHT: Dave Wol.verlon’s The Courtship 
of Princess Leia was a New York Times be.stsell&r, and 
Drew SIruzan’s heroic image ivas undoubtedly at least 
parlially responsible. 






Legacy) as separate books starting in the fall 
of 1997, with new covers by Dorman. The 
complete collection of his 5iar Wars art was 
recently published as Star The Aii of 
Dave Domian; wired fans can also check out 
works in progress on his web site (www.dor- 
manart.com). Two brothers, Steve Youll and 
Paul Youll, have each contributed covers to 
tlie ever-growing shelf of Star Wars novels. 
Paul has painted all four novels in Mike Stack- 
pole’s X-Wing series, Rogue Squadivn, 
Wedge’s Gainble, The Krylos Tap, and The 
Bacta Rebellion, while Steve has done the 
covers for my three anthologies, Tales from 
the Mos Eisley Cantina, Tales fiam Jabba's 
Palace, and Tales of the Bounty Hunteis. 

“It was an absolute treat to do Star lYa?5 — 
it was a great part of my upbringng,” says Steve 
Youll. “I see it all as real, not as a cartoon, and 
I want to paint it that way.” Indeed, his anthol- 
ogy covers are so realistically detailed they 
look like movie stills. “Tlie most painful part 
was painting all tire wrinkles on Jabba the 
Hutt’s skin — I stayed up until three o’clock in 
the morning to depict hint photorealistically . . . 
wondering if anyone else would really notice!” 

“Nobody had done those characters in detail 
like tliat before. Tlie hardest thing is when you 
want to do a character without a good shot of 
liim. When I did Zuckuss [one of the bounty 
hunters], all tltat 1 got for reference was a black- 
and-white photocopy. ” For the X-Wing books, 
Paul Youll painted every microscopic detail of 
the ships, His intention was to make the covers 
look like actual scenes from the films. “His jobs 
were much more demanding than mine!” Steve 
Youll says. 

“I’m only glad he got the X-Wing covers and 
I got the TALES covers.” Witlr Uie theatrical 
release of tire newly revamped “Special Edi- 
tions” of the first trilogy, plus the three prequel 
films currently in preproduction, visions of 
Star Wa?:s will be dancing in our heads. Artists 
such as tliese help keep the images in front of 
our eyes and in front of our imaginations. □ 



ABOVE: Stephen Youll portrayed the 
denizens of that bar where everybody 
knows your galaxy’s name for Tales From 
the Mos Eisley Cantina, an anthology 
edited by the author of the essay that 
accompanies this gallery. RIGHT: Paul 
Youll depicted TIE Fighters on the attack 
in his cover' to the concluding volume of 
Michael A. Stackpole’s X-Wing trilogy. 



Lucas himself has purchased his original 
paintings. Drew Struzan's cover art for Ban- 
tam’s Star Wars novels will be featured in a 
new book entitled Star Wa?rs; The Art of Dmv 
Struzan due from FPG in June 1997. 

Producing so many book covers, each of 
which must feature the same basic elements 
but in a recognizably different arrangement, 
posed special challenges. For instance, when 
developing the cover for Darksaber] Struzan 
wanted to add the sinister red Imperial 
guards as a striking visual element — the only 
problem was that my draft of the novel didn’t 
include any red guards! But after seeing the 
early painting and talking with Lucasfilm, I 
rapidly went back and wrote them in, 

One amusing near slipup occurred in 
Struzan’s draft sketch for Shadows of the 
Empire (the story that takes place between 
Empire Strikes Back and Ret urn of the Jedi) 
which featured Han Solo prominently on the 
back cover . . . until it was pointed out that 
poor Han is frozen in a block of carbonite for 
the entire novel! Struzan’s final cover shows 
a vicious swoop biker in the same position. 

For dazzle and color, the most accom- 
plished cover artist is Dave Donnan, an Eis- 
ner-award-winning painter of numerous Star- 
Wars comics covers for Dark Horse, includ- 
ing both “Dark Empire” series and the first 
“Tales of the Jedi” series. He is the force 
behind all eleven Yoimg Jedi Knights covers, 
written by Rebecca Moesta and myself for 
Boulevard Books. Del Rey Books also plans 
to reissue Brian Daley’s classic “Han Solo” 
adventures (Han Solo at Stars’ End, Han 
Solo’s Revenge, and Han Solo and the Lost 
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Games 

By Eric T. Baker 



Prepare to be assimilated at your PC, 
because the Borg — and Q — have arrived. 





ABOVE; The Borg 
were not content to 
play villain only in 
Star Tiek: First 
Contact, and so 
have made their 
way to your desk- 
top. BELOW: Sci'een 
shots from the game 
provide interstellar 
excitement aboard 
both the Enterprise 
(this page) ami the 
Borg ship (next 
page). 



I T IS A KEAL PLEASURE TO FINALLY SOLVE A COMPUTER 
game, particularly one that has been kicking your 
butt for a week. Star Trek: Borg can be solved, and 
it is great fun along the way. The only thing that 
stops it from being a nuist-have-riglit-now buy for any- 
one witli a PC is its higli price tag. 

Star Trek: Borg, The Interactive Movie (Producer. Eliz- 
abeth J. Braswell, Writer Hilary Bader, Director James L. 
Conway, Star Jolm de Lancie. Simon and Schuster Inter- 
active, $49.95) actually contains two products. Tire first is 
a multi-media encyclopedia about the Borg called The 
Picard Dossier. Built along tire same lines as the Star Tivk 
Omnipedia, the ThePicanl Dossieris a clean, interesting 
program that ran easily and without bugs under Windows 
3.1, Wmdows 95, and Macintosh 7.5. It contains eveiytlring 
you want to know about tlie Borg up to tlreir appearance 
in the recent Next Generation movie, Star Trek: hist Con- 
tact. Some articles in the Dossier 
refer to the movie, but there ar-e no 
pictures or video clips from it. 

Despite the slight it pays to tire 
men and women who obviously put 
a lot of time and effort into 
researching and writing the 
Dossier (and whose “Borgified” 
pictures are contained in the 
Dossier's credits section), there 



isn’t a lot to say about it. The Dossier has 
the advantage over the similar Omnipedia 
included in the Star Ti ek: Klingon package 
in that most of its information is not dupli- 
cated by some previously published (and 
more cheaply priced) text version. There is 
no "Borg Dictionary,” etc., so the Dossier is 
the only place to go besides the episodes 
themselves for tire information it contains. 
If you want tire entire history of the Borg in 
Star Trek up until the First Contact movie, 
then you will be pleased with the Dossier. 

Tire second and more interesting (to me 
anyway) part of Star Trek: Borg is tire Inter- 
active Movie that takes up most of the three 
CD ROMs included in the package. In the 
movie, you play Cadet Furlong, a junior 
menrber of Star- Fleet who lost Iris father teir 
years before in the battle witlr the Borg at 
Wolf 359. As tire movie opens, the Borg are 
attacking again aird you are being sent out 
of hamr’s way. Luckily (?), the omrripotent 
being Q (played by Jolm de Lancie himself, 
the actor who has played the role in many 
Star TVek episodes since the role’s creation 
in the pilot for 5/a?- Dek: the Next Genem- 
tion) arrives to wlrisk you back in time to 
your father’s ship so that you can try to save 
Iris life and Iris slrip from the Borg. 

Many surprises occur along the way in 
the Interactive Movie, but the first is the movie itself. Shot 
on video tape, the whole movie plays on yom’ computer 
in full motion, full screen (640x480), 16 bit, TnieMotioir 
video. If you are used to little one inch square Quick Tinre 
videos like those employed iir the Picaid Dossier, it is a 
pleasant shock when the star ship crosses your whole 
screen in the movie’s opening scene. On my Pentium, 
Windows ’95 machine and on my Mac 6100 computer, tire 
video was both smooth and perfectly synched to the 
audio. Oddly, on my 9500 Mac, the video was jerkier and 
less well synched, but still very watchable. The movie 
gives tire real feeling of watching an actual episode of 
Star Trek. The program is, however, an interactive movie, 
so you don’t just watch tire action unfold. At key points 
during tire narrative, the action on the screen freezes and 
a little Borg cube appeai-s. You tlren decide the course 
you want the nrovie to follow by clicking the cube on 
something on the screen. For 
instance, at the beginning, Q gives 
you the choice of going back in 
time with him, or staying in the 
future. You click on either your 
suitcase (already packed so you 
can be taken off the ship to safety) 
or a Phaser (showing you’re ready 
to fi^t). I didn't count tire nunrber 
of decision points there are in tire 
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movie, but you seldom go more than a couple 
of minutes witiiout encountering one. 

To help you make the right choices, Q has 
given you a special tricorder full of entries 
that he nan-ates himself. At most points in tlie 
movie you can pause the action and a spin- 
ning tricorder appears. You move it around 
the screen and anything that it stops spinning 
over has an entiy in the tricorder that you can 
then call up and listen to. Tlie enUies end with 




links tliat take you to more information. You 
cannot finish the movie without the hints and 
codes contained in the tricorder, so it is wortli 
calling up early and often. 

So much for your role in the movie, Wliat 
about the otlier actors? Well, Jolui de Lancie 
clearly had a ball and Hilary Bader wrote him 
some wonderful lines. Check out tlie entiy for 
Vulcans on the tricorder. Q shows up every- 
where and does everything in the movie. He 
gives you advice and second chances and 
boosts you up and tears you down; tricks you 
and sets you straight. In other words, he 
treats you just like he has always treated 
Picard or Sisko or Jane way. It all helps add to 
the illusion that you really are participating 
in an episode of tlie show. Bany Lynch, John 
Cotluan Jr., Mamie McPhail, and Jeff Allin all 
do good jobs too in much more limited roles. 
Their characters grew familiar and real 
enough that it pained me every time I would 
screw up and cause their deaths, or worse, 
cause them to be “Borged.” 

Tlie movie is constmeted from two hours 
of video, and like the old pick-your-path 
adventure books of which it is a direct descen- 
dant, you will find yourself knowingly making 
tlie wrong choices just to watch the video of 
what happens when you do. (I peisonally rec- 
ommend that you screw up entering tlie turbo 
lift codes at least once so you can view a nice 
little homage to the Original Series.) More 
often you will find yourself making the wrong 
choices unknowingly The movie is veiy for- 
giving. If the play doesn't lead you around a 
problem by itself, it simply takes you back to 
the point where you guessed wrong. Tliere are 
only a few choices out of dozens that actually 
end the movie with you losing. 

So, the Interactive movie is fun. It feels like 
being in &Star Trek episode. The controls are 
so simple that anyone can play it. Still, the 
movie is built from two hours of video. It begs 
the question, “How long does it actually take 
to play, and do I want to spend fifty bucks for 
it?” I can answer the first question by saying 
it took me nine hours over six days to finally 



solve the game. Part of that time was because 
I got stuck on the puzzles in the game itself, 
and part of it was because 1 kept running into 
technical glitches. 

As I said above, the video ran smoother on 
my 6100 Mac. Unfortunately, on my 6100, 
whenever I called up the tricorder and then 
tried to put it away, tlie game crashed and I 
had to reboot my machine. This, I discovered 
on the Web page, is a known error and the 
patch is underway, soon to be posted. 

Anolher tyiie of glitch occurred at interac- 
tive entry points. There are four points during 
the movie when you must enter codes in an 
on-screen pad. You click on the first number 
and the Boi^ cube pointer spins faster, telling 
you it is in “input" mode. On both my Macs, 
the game wouldn’t go into “input” mode. 
Instead it would kick me out of ^e decision 
point as if Td entered the wrong code. The 
game will take you past tills error (eventually) 
the first time you need to enter a code, but tlie 
second time you will loop forever until the bug 
is fixed. Tech support tells me that this is a 
known bug that only occurs on some Macs, 
and that tliey are working to create a patch. 

The good news is that the tech support 
number for Simon and Schuster Interactive 
is toll free. The bad news is tliat the game is 
so new, most of the techs haven’t played it 
Mainly what, they can tell you is what is on 
the web page, so if you’re on the World Wide 
Web, you can probably save yourself a call. If 
the techs tell you that they are going to try 
something and they’ll call you back, they 
won’t. There is an e-mail address on tlie web, 
but no one responds to messages sent there. 
K you have a Mac, I’d eitlier wait to buy until 
the two patches are on the web page, or else 
save the receipt until you see if your machine 
crashes as mine did. If you have a Pentium 
’95 machine you are on much safer ground. If 
you can get tlie program to run, my guess is 
that it will take you about six hours to finish 
tlie movie and then you can pass it on to your 
friends who don’t usually play computer 
games, but who like StarTYek. (My wife hates 
computer games, but she was having a great 
time witli tliis movie, until we hit the “input 
mode” glitch.) 

Against a seven dollar movie ticket, fifty dol- 
lars for six hours of fun seems like a lot of 
money, but compared to sixty dollars for a 
three-hour theater play, it doesn't seem so bad. 
Against the 50 hours of game play you might 
get from a computer game like Myst or Duke 
Nukem 3D, fifty dollars seems like a lot again, 
but I think that Star Trek: Boiy is more prop- 
erly compared to first two examples. You're 
not exploring a world like you are in Myst or 
blowing one up like you are in Duke Nukem. 
You’re watching a story as you would in a 
movie theater, except that you are a part of 
tlie action. Star Trek: Borg is a long way from 
the holosuites of the Star Trek series (a long 
way), but it aims in tliat direction. Like a play 
wi^ no fourth waU, the interactive movie is a 
narrative tliat includes the audience, and like 
many of those plays, it is great fun. □ 
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ConHnuedJ'rom page 84 

I found hangere — there were hundreds of 
them in the basement — mid I hung up what 
would hang up, and I jiut the annoimcement 
into the paper—” 

The bustle of activity beliind Jack stopped. 
There was dead silence, until the rapid click 
of heels said that Caroline Barringer was 
coming to face him across die table. 

“I just rccilized something," she said slowly. 
Her face was not accusing, only puzzled. 
“You’re from Hinsley. Tlie Chronicle doesn’t 
sell outside this county, and I didn’t put die 
announcement diat I was getting rid of Dan’s 
clothes and diings anywhere else. So how did 
you get hold of a local paper?” 

Jack’s mouth was full of a fiist huge bite of 
beef and pickles. All he could do was shake 
Ills head. 

“You mean you didn’t see the paper?” 
Caroline Barringer frowned at him and put 
the tip of her forefinger on her chin. “Then 
how did you know to come right here, to 
my house?” 

Jack swaUowed. “it’s a long story. And I’m 
not sure you’d believe it.” 

“Try me. But don’t let it keep you from 
eating." 

She was smiling again. She sat down oppo- 
site him. Not skeptical, not suspicious — and 
not in a huiTy. 

Jack took another bite, then abruptly set 
down the sandwich. Caroline looked at him 
in a wonied way. He nodded, “it’s all right. 
I’m all right.” 

Maybe. 

The new query system, whatever else it 
might be, was not all-knowing. Quantum 
theory, it had said, proved that the universe 
was non-local. That fact allowed answers 
to the largest questions of the universe: far- 
off life and intelligence, the distant past, 
the remote future. But the questions that 
really mattered w'ere not on that scale. The 
issues that turned “life” into “living” were 
all local issues. 

Jack looked at the wonied, tliin face across 
the table — a woman w’orrying if he, a 
sti-anger, w'ere all riglit. C AN ACCEPTABLE 
SUBSTITUTE ANSyER HAY BE 
PROVIDED TO AN UNANSUERABLE 
(QUESTION.-) 

He began his improbable story. As he 
spoke, the data bases continued their silent 
communion. Every millisecond, trillions of 
bytes flickered between tlte stars, linking stel- 
lar system to galaxy to super-cluster, tighten- 
ing the cosmic web, indifferent to distance. 

And indifferent, surely, to all eartlily affairs. 
The data bases nrust be as incoiirpreheirsible 
to Jack Mellon as he was unaware of them. 
Unawar e, at least, while Car oline listened to 
him so intently; absorbed, wide-eyed, and 
witlr a touch of purely local color in her face 
that had not been present when he anived at 
her door. □ 
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ConliiiuedJ'mm page 16 



us. As with so many other themes, Robert A. 
Heinlein’s w'ork can give us a great example. 
Lazams Long is tlie perfect hero, completely 
exemplifying the first situation. He can do 
anything anci learn imything. Api)earing in a 
laige pait of Heinlein’s w'ork from Methuse- 
lah’s Children and Time Enough for Lovelo 
The Cat Who Walked nimigh Walls and 7b 
Sail Beyond the Sunset, Lazams isn’t the only 
hero in these books — one of the complaints 
about, Heinlein’s later works is that eveiybody 
is die same; Perfect. Tliese books are a lot of 
fun. There’s action and witty dialogue and evil 
enemies. But it is clearly fiction. 

Tlie world changed, and again, Heinlein can 
show the shift. In Gloi'y Road, Heinlein’s hero 
Oscai' Gorden develops the “accidental, trou- 
bled hero” tlieme. Oscar’s father died (liero- 
ically) wlien he was a child, his motlier raised 
him alone and poor unt il she remanied, Oscai- 
St niggled to finish college and ends up in the 
militai-y imd in the Vietnam War. Wlien he is 
finally discharged, he is bumming around 
Europe ti-ying to find some peace when he 
reads an ad for a hero. Knowing he’s not a 
hero, and angi-y that the ad described him 
physically, he follows up on it. And finds him- 
self leading a meriy band of good guys on an 
impossible quest in another world and dimen- 
sion. By the end of the book, he’s not only 
achieved the quest and won the girl, but he’s 
discovered that he’s a winner. Once you ai’e a 
hero, self-doubt imd character fiaws disappeai-. 

But today even this tyiie of hero is rai e, and 
seems dated, even in militm-y science fiction, 
where corn-age abounds, Heroes are ha\ing to 
be reinvented. Elizabetli Moon succeeds won- 
derfully in Once A Heiv, a pan of the ‘'Heris 
SeiTano” world, but able to stimd alone. 

Esmay Suiza is our hero. Extremely smart, 
talented, and athletic, Esmay is haunted by 
nightmares of events her family insisted 
never happened, and, after circumstances 
force lier to command a ship and crew and 
save Heris Serrano from a traitor, she has 
even more nightmares. After the obligatory 
and gmeling court marshal, which clears her 
of wrongdoing, Esmay \isils her home world 
for tlie firet I,ime in ten yeare. A woman now 
instead of girl, the sexism of Alliplano imd the 
rigorous fimiily mies stifle lier as weU as com- 
foit will! fmniliarity. But jm old family retainer 
lets the secret escape: her nightmares are 
real. Her family — lier beloved fatlier — has 
been lying all ( hese years. Her fimiily vacation 
has become nearly as horrific as the battle- 
field. When she gets back to active duty, all 
she can feel is relief that, she’s drawn a nice, 
safe, boring slot aboard the Koskiusko, a 
deepspace reiiair ship. 

Only it doesn’t stay boring for long. fiVouble 
is brewing both from "trader tliieves” on 
board cind the Bloodhorde (vicious enemies 
of t he Familias) who are using t he t hieves as 
dupes. At all costs tlie Koskiusko and its crew 
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must not fall into Bloodhorde control: its 
technology and its crews skills would leap the 
Bloodhorde ahead in fighting power, make 
them far too deadly, 

Tliere are so many nice touches, it's hard 
to know where to start. Major Pikat is 
Esmay’s immediate superior on the Kos, a 
likeable and believable techie character. Her 
defense lawyer was great. Esraay’s cousin 
Luci — showing us the development of a nor- 
mal iTigh-spirited girl on Altiplano — is a ter- 
rific portrayal of adolescence. 

The first part of the book, the court mar- 
shal, is actually interesting too. I was 
impressed by how “real” it all seemed, the 
rules, formality, and the grueling experience 
itself. And, of course, this experience shows 
us how tough Esmay is mentally, despite her 
ghosts. She handles witlT outside aplomb sit- 
uations tiiat have had men with decades of 
experience yelling in frustration and anger. 

Moon’s world-building is terrific — not only 
is there the world of the Fleet, but tlien tliere’s 
Altiplano with its military and religious tradi- 
tions, and the Bloodhorde with theirs. To keep 
creating original settings and social systems 
is really a lot of hard work. I liked the Kos 
itself the best It is enormous — a city more 
tlian a ship. Its conmiand structure is a tan- 
gled web. It contains not only the Fleet, but 
training schools, medical research facilities, 
and civilian specialists. Tliere are huge ware- 
houses, tiny offices, meeting rooms, labs, gar- 
dens, exercise rooms, and more. It just 
seemed like a wonderful place. Even before 
tlie excitement started, Esmay discovered 
tliat her dull, safe, assignment was the best 
training she could have imaged, Throughout 
the novel, we see her take every chance 
offered to learn, no matter how remote the 
usefulness of tlie information seems. 

One of tlie best touches is Esmay’s friend- 
ship with Barin Serrano — one of the Serra- 
nos. He ends up captured by the Bloodhorde. 
Utterly unable to escape or defend himself, 
not only was he not in on the action to save 
the Kos, he has to be rescued, Because he’s a 
Serrano, his self-image is nearly destroyed. 
And then girl he is falling in love with — 
Esmay — is the hero. This is pretty hard to 
accept Things aren’t supposed to happen this 
way. Barin agrees to go to the “psychnarmies”, 
mental therapists or psychiatric nurses, for 
help when Esmay agrees to go also, because 
her nightmares are back worse than ever. I 
found the struggle of Esmay to understand 
the past, to heal tlie wounds her family had 
inflicted, to be very powerful emotionally. 
And the sweetness and sensitivity of the love 
between Barin and Esmay was wonderfully 
and slowly developed. 

This is today’s military science fiction 
where the hero saves the day and then gets 
therapy. Moon’s novel is not tJie only example 
of it; there’s also David Feintucli’s recent mil- 
itary SF series, wliich also has a protagonist 
both heroic and neurotic. Nicholas Seafort is 
less self-aware than Esmay, but his inner tur- 
moil also stems from his father. His personal 



standards are also high. I get just as caught 
up in a Seafort adventure as I did in Moon’s 
book. Botli Nick and Esmay are worlds apait 
from traditional lieroes such as Hoinlein’s 
Lazanis Long. They are also more real than 
heroes such as David Weber’s Honor Har- 
rington. Honor may have regrets and doubts, 
but she certainly doesn’t need therapy! 

I like this new trend. But is this fiction 
merely reflecting today’s reality or an actual 
change in how we view the heroic? Certainly 
our society as a whole understands more 
about depression now than even ten years 
ago. Prozac is a common prescription. 
Groups that follow or adapt the 12 steps of 
the Alcohol Anonymous program are very 
common. Perhaps Moon’s hero Esmay is 
merely reflecting our real life experience. 
Everybody has problems. They don’t neces- 
sarily stop you from succeeding. But perhaps 
there’s something else going on. We no 
longer live in a world wliere tliere are heroes, 
a world where war and battles are fought for 
gloiy and honor. Our top officials end up hav- 
ing feet of clay. Movie stars and sports fig- 
ures acliieve mostly fame and infamy, rather 
than anytliing heroic. Perhaps tliis new trend 
in science fiction is a way of redefining “hero” 
to mean someone not only respected by 
peers, and approved of by superiors, but 
someone with high personal standards of 
what a good job is. Someone who can need 
and accept help to fight inner demons, not 
with a magic “everything's all right now that 
I’m a winner”, but with the hard work of 
therapy and honesty. 

If so, tlien Elizabeth Moon’s Once A Hero is 
more than a good read, with excellent world 
building and appealing characters. It’s a step 
into a better future for oiu" world. 

Rachel Russell 



Recent and Recommended 
For many of us, there’s something hypnotic 
about an SF encyclopedia We open the pages 
intending on a brief stay, imd resurface in a 
daze many hours later to discover we’d been 
shanghaied on a lengthy voyage. The addic- 
tion has resurfaced again with The St. James 
Guide to Science Fiction Writo's (SL James 
Press, 1175 pages, $135.00), and never has 
such a delightful temptation been placed 
before a hardcore SFfan. Not only have 
knowledgeable biographies, bibliographies, 
and critical essays been provided for hun- 
dreds of autliors, but in many instances those 
same autliors have also been given their own 
soapbox to tell us what then think their work 
is all about. The large-sized, hardcover vol- 
ume is w'ell-worth the price, but if its price tag 
puts it outside your peisonal budget, then at 
tlie very least you owe it to yourself to badger 
your local librarian in hopes that he will order 
it for you. As H. Bince Franklin says in the 
volume’s preface, “Anyone who wants to 
comprehend human affairs in the 19th and 
20th century needs some knowledge and 
understanding of science fiction.” And who 
can argue with that? □ 
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increase in sensitivity and reliability. 

KONDO: First, periods in close binary 
stars can be shorter than a day. In fact, a frac- 
tion .of a day. Therefore, it is not inconceiv- 
able .for a planet to be so close to its primary 
that its period would be just a few days, as in 
51 Pegasi. Second, it’s been also well-known 
that s^me binary stars have highly eccentric 
orbits. In standard models for formation of 
planetary systems, theorists have assumed 
circular formations at the beginning. It’s the 
simplest way to do it. It does not mean that 
we cannot form eccentric orbits for planets. 

SHEFFIELD: We’re not specificdly talk- 
ing about the possibility of life-bearing plan- 
ets here, but if I can say a few words about 
that, one of tlie things you would like is that 
the primary star about which you find the 
planet orbiting is close to the solar type of the 
sun, which is a G2 dwarf. The reason is, if you 
have a big supergiant star, even if you have a 
planet around it there is not enough time for 
life to develop. The supergiant will run 
tluough its entire life history and disappear 
and explode too quickly. So we are most 
interested in extra-solar planets around stars 
which are close to the sun in spectral type. 
And 51 Pegasi is such a star, which makes it 
especially interesting. I’m sur e that people 
will now be looking at residuals, the small sig- 
nals left when you’ve removed the signal 
caused by a planet, to see if there’s any sec- 
ond sign^. One of these extra-solar systems 
looks as if it has at least two planets. But 
they’re both big. It’s nice to be able to dis- 
cover a star with a planet around it, but that 
becomes much more interesting if you can 
discover a star with several planets and a dis- 
tribution of sizes. Then we have a hold on the 
fact not only are tltere planets arouiid other 
stars, but those planets have a distribution of 
sizes just as our planets do. We don’t have 
that yet We still consider ourselves lucky to 
have any planet around another star. 

KONDO: May I say just a little more about 
the primary star? If the star is very massive, 
say, an 0 type star, a few tens of times more 
massive than the sun, it can run through its 
life cycle in the matter of a few million years. 
Now if you decrease the size of the star to 
spectral types B, A, and F, the life expectancy 
is prolonged. But if you remember how many 
years it took for life to have developed on this 
planet, then we’d like to think in terms of at 
least several billion years for life to have 
evolved to a point of interest to us. That’s why 
we keep tal^g about G type stars. Why not 
a less massive star, which may have a longer 
life span? The reason is that if you get to lower 
mass stars, they tend to be imstable. Some are 
flare stars. Thai’s the reason why we tend to 
favor G stars. Of course, we could be wrong. 
Life could be evolved faster under some 
instances, in which case we should be looking 
at F spectral types or even A spectral types. 
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SHEFFIELD: Interestingly enough, we 
keep pushing back the time at which life is 
believed to have arisen on tliis planet . It used 
to be 3.6 billion year's, but. now people are say- 
ing it’s more like 3.8 or 3.9 or 4 billion years — 
which is only a half billion years after the 
Earth w:is formed. We don’t know how long 
life takes to start, and we don’t know how life 
starts eitlier. However, if we want to be on safe 
ground, we say that we know life developed 
here, and therefore if we can find a planet 
around a star of our spectral type, we imirrove 
oiu' chances of seeing life tliere. Tliat’s about 
all we can can say. It’s weak evidence. 

KONDO: If the primary star is really mas- 
sive, then the detection of a planet becomes 
even more difficult. It is difficult enough for 
sun-sized objects. Therefore, t here would be 
technical preferences for detecting planets 
aroimd less massive and less bright primaries. 

SHEFFIELD: One thing that has hap- 
pened is that people are becoming much bet- 
ter' at masking out tire light fronr a primary 
star through the use of devices known as 
apodizing disks. Second, our ability to com- 
pare timing of signals has become muclr, 
much better. So for instance, interferometric 
techniques are now powerful arrd very rou- 
tine. A telescope is limited by the size of its 
objective — the size of its lens or mirror. 
However, if you put recording instnmrents far' 
apart, :md you also record not just the inten- 
sity of tire light but tire phase, you can create 
interferometers. Thai iillows you to create 
what arrrounts to a telescope with a mirror 
size equal to the distance between the por- 
tions of tire interferometer. If you put a large 
nunrber of interferometer units in there, yoir 
start to btiild tip an inrage just as you would 
with a telescope, except that the apparent 
size of the observing irrstrunrent is then the 
total distance of separation of the compo- 
nents. Yoji and I wrote about this years ago, 
iir an article about a “Distributed Observation 
System,” as we temred it, wlrich could be a 
set of ntin'ors or any set of recording instru- 
ments in which phase is measured. An inter- 



ferometer would give you resolutions far 
higher than anything we have today. Far 
Irigher, meairiirg oidei^ of magnitude higher. 
Today, tire largest telescope is the ten meter 
Keck telescope in Hawaii. But it’s very easy to 
make an interferonreter array in which the 
separation of conrponents is irrany kilome- 
ters, and therefore tire effective resolution of 
tire iirsti-unrent is that much greater. You may 
have read that people have observed 
sunspots on the star Belegeuse, which is 
about five hundred light years away. They 
haven’t seen those, in the conventional sense. 
\Vlrat they’ve done is use interferometric 
methods to produce an image of the disc of 
Betegerrse, which shows siurspots. These are 
iirdirect techniques, which I think will 
become much more important. And then, 
third, as we’ve mentioned already, we will 
increasingly — cross your fingers — have 
telescopes in space, which do not have the 
problenrs of tire atirrosphere that we have on 
Earth, and generally provide a much more 
stable and quiet platform fronr which to do 
observations. 

KONDO: Tlrere is a project at Mouirt Wil- 
son, where :m array of five telescopes, each 
with one meter aperture, will be deployed. 
Tire maximunr separation would be about 350 
ureters, <urd tlris array Ls going to produce an 
image resolution of about 10 to the minus 9th 
radian. I prefer to use radiair rather than the 
traditional arc-second. If you use radian and 
nrultiply it by the distance to the object, you 
have the resolution at tire destination; it’s easy 
to figure things out that way. They will be 
using adaptive optics, so the image quality 
should be excellent. They are already using 
adaptive optics at Mount Wilson on the 100 
inch telescope, which is now producing 
images that are comparable in some 
iirstances to those obtained from the Hubble 
space telescope. 

SHEFFIELD: We keep saying somethiirg 
witlrout explaining. Adaptive optics — we’ve 
used the word several times. People scme- 
tinres ask wlrat canre out of the Star Wars pro 
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gram. One of tlie tilings that came out of it is 
tlie idea of adaptive optics. Adaptive optics 
allows you, by having an active laser system 
which you shine upwards, to compensate for 
atmospheric tinbulence. In other words, it 
tells you how the atmosphere is jiggling the 
signal you're receiving, So if you put adaptive 
optics down on the ground, you can take out 
these wiggles that the atmosphere is intro- 
ducing into the ray coming down to you from 
the star or planet, wliich means that you can 
improve the resolution to wliat you might get 
if you were outside the atmosphere. We still 
cannot quite do that. We cannot get back 
eveiTjthing. But more and more, people are 
using ground-based systems and adaptive 
optics to a(\just the signal you receive, and 
obtaining resolutions far better than we could 
ever get before. There’s a 200 inch telescope 
at Mount Palomar which has tlie light gather- 
ing power of a 200 inch telescope, but only 
has the resolution (the degree of detail it can 
see) of a ten or twelve inch telescope. Tlie 
rest is lost because of atmospheric turbu- 
lence. That’s why the Hubble, only half as big 
as the Mount Palomar telescope, is able to 
produce much sharper images. If we could do 
complete adaptive optics at Mount Piilomar, 
perhaps we could do sometliing better than 
the Hubble, but on the groimd. I don’t know 
if anyone’s proposing tliat. Do you know? 

KONDO: Not yet. Maybe because it’s still 
doing productive work. In the case of the 100 
inch at Mount Wilson, well, it probably wasn’t 
quite that critical to keep it as it had been any- 
more, so I tliink that tiiey were willing to gam- 
ble. But because of the success at the 100 
inch, they may in fact start thinking about 
doing tliat witli the 200 inch, too. They will be 
testing the interferometric telescopes at 
Mount Wilson before die end of diis centuiy. 
Georgia State University is involved in this. 
Now NASA is testing tecluiologies for inter- 
ferometry in space using free flying satellites. 
Tliis is an extremely delicate and difficult 
technology because you have to know tlie rel- 
ative positions of the component satellites to 
an accuracy of tens of angstroms. Tliey need 
to know die separations accurately so you can 
mix the optical signals. This technology is 
being tested, and perhaps we’ll have such 
technology available early next century. 

SHEFFIELD: There seems to be a nile 
that anything that depends only upon elec- 
tronics is going to happen fast. Progress in 
electronics, timing accuracy imd positional 
accuracy goes on with apparently no limit to 
how well we can do. We aren’t trying to con- 
IM tlie position here. We’re trying to confinn 
the positions, determine the positions. 

KONDO: Exactly. And as the wavelength 
gets longer, the accuracy needs not be as 
stringent. If it gets shorter, tlie accuracy has 
to be very stringent. Interferometric x-ray 
telescopes are possible, but you need to 
know the separations very precisely, to the 
accuracy of an angstrom or better. For 
infrared, you can relax that, requirement. Tliis 
is one reason why interferometry in radio fre- 
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quency has already been done using a tele- 
scope in space connected electronically to a 
telescope on the ground. Now the moon is an 
immense optical bench in vacuum. That is to 
say, if you set up an array of telescopes on the 
moon, you can know the separations with any 
desirei] accuracy, so to speak. When we have 
inexpensive SSTO space ships to get to low 
Earth orbit, tlie trip from tliere to the moon 
can become much less expensive. We can 
tl\en talk about interferometric telescopes on 
the Moon. We can have separations of kilo- 
meters, even tens or hundreds of kilometers 
if necessary. 

SHEFFIELD: Wliat we’re saying, I suspect, 
is that the pacing item is not tl\e technology. 
We know what we can do technolo^cally. As 
usual, the pacing item is budget. I hope that 
the ice on the moon, primitive life on Mars, 
and extra-solar planets will combine to make 
people interested enough to want to do some 
of the things that technologically we know we 
could do today, if we had a free hand with the 
budget. But putting that in context, explo- 
ration programs are looking at hard times in 
NASA. It’s not going to get easier in the next 
five years. It’s going to get harder. 

KONDO: This is not improper. Tlie public 
has the right to expect some sort of return for 
tlteir investment. And I think it’s up to the sci- 
entists to infoiTO tlie people who don’t work 
in the field. Wliat we do can be, and should be, 
appreciated by the public. We should make 
efforts to translate even esoteric scientific 
results in such a way that the public can also 
understand and become supportive. We need 
to justify the space program in terms of more 
immediate returns, be they psychological, 
mental, spiritual or in pragmatic torms. 

SHEFFIELD: Detection of planets will 
always be subordinate to other tilings of more 
immediate interest, until we reach the point 
where we can go to those extra-solar planets. 
And we’re a long way away from tliere. I don’t 
know how far. Maybe centuries. Until that 
happens, the extra-solar planets are a high 
unit of academic inlei'est, but they’re not of 
the same degree of interest as “Wliat will I 
have for dinner,” or “Will I five to be a hun- 
dred?” That is what people are more con- 
cerned about. If we could say, by going to 
space, we will have things that do let you live 
to be 100, in good health, Uien we’d really see 
people to react. 

KONDO: I will say that unless we have 
resources from space available, 1 don’t think 
our future looks particularly good. In which 
case, its almost moot to talk about Uving to 
100 in good health, because we are assuming 
a fairly sound economic basis within wliich 
context we enjoy living to be 100. 

SHEFFIELD; But most people would take 
the chance on the economic conditions if 
they had the chance to live to be 100. 

KONDO: You are right Charles. However, 
I think we need to provide for the future of 
the human race by exploring and exploiting 
space. It’s one of the only chances we have 
got for a brighter future. □ 
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Harlan Ellison. 

January 95— Fiction by Castro, Evans, Steele, 
Hood, Manison, Clayton. Gallery by Mike 
Resnick 

March 95— Fiction by Wilbur, Salmonsoa, 

Aldridge. Ricli, .lelTrey Carver. 

May 95— Fiction by DiFilippo, Ben Bova, Rich, 
Cleary, Benford, Clayton. 

July 95— Fiction by 'Hedemann, Feeley, Mackay, 
Hogan, Millilello, Boston, Kooistra. 

Sept 95— Ficlion by Soukup, DiFilippo, Watkins, 
Boston, Hood, Parks. 

Nov 95— Fiction by Castro, Elliot, Tmun, Yasgur, 
Manison, Clougl), Baxter. 

Jan 96— Free Calendar, fiction by'Hirzillo, 

Steele, Baker. Webb, Brin, Gunn. 

March 96— Novella by Benford. Fiction by 
Watson, Nelson, Saplak, Stevens, Bishop. 

Richard Powers Gallery. MST:3000 movie. 

May 1996— Novella by Landis. Fiction by Elliot, 
Yolen, Goonan, Baxter, Hood. Steve YouU Gallery. 
July 1996— Novella by Baxter. Fiction by 
Williamson, Reed, Michael Bishop, Jennings, 
Castro. Sci-Fi Poster Art Gallery. 

September 1996— Novella by Silverberg. 

Fiction by Dedman, Rich, Jablokov, Choi, 

Kniglit, Cleary. Moebius Gallery. 

November 1996— Novella by Baxter. Fiction by 
Stewart, Sheffield, McHugh, Constantine. Gary 
Freeman Gallery. 

January 1997— Novella by Bova Fiedon by 
Jack Dann, Webb. Reed, Disch, Di Filippo. 
Gallery: Barclay Shaw. 

Send $5.00 for each copy to: 

(Canada add S2 eadi; otemeas odd Jo cofft,/or haiuUing & shipping) 

SCIENCE Fiction Age 
PO Box 749, Herndon, VA 20170 
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‘^No Smoking IV” 

Image size 6 V 4 " x 7Va" 

950 offset lithoprints s/n: $25. unmatted; $34. double-matted 
95 Artist's Proofs: $31.25 unmatted, $40.25 double-matted 



^^NotMe!” 



Image size IOV 16 " x 7'/2" 

950 offset lithoprints s/n: $32. unmatted; $40. double-matted 
95 Artist's Proofs: $37.50 unmatted, $45.50 double-matted 



0199S by Randal Spanglvr. 



7/iese prints are made on high-quality acid-free paper, with lightfast inks. Each comes with a 
Certificate of Authenticity and "The Draglings'™Story." 

Pretending innocence, trying hard to be good, or simply curled up with a good book. The Dragling™ twins, 
Dagmar and Dewey, are always up to fun. Award-winning artist Randal Spangler has been creating 
enchanting views of his fantasy world, and sharing them with collectors all over North America, for nearly 
twenty years. Add a little magic to your life! 

Shipping; $7.25 for up to three prints.To order, call or fax 1-800-825-1281 

(outside tne U.S. call 913-722-4375) or mail prepaid order to: 



P.O.Box 10161 • Kansas City, MO 64171-0161 

Tell us where you saw our ad and we'll send you a full-color 1 2-page catalog FREE! (regularly $2.) 



“The Mustem 
shelf’ ^ ^ 

Image size 13" x 6 V 2 " 

950 offset lithoprints s/n: 

$32. unmatted; $40. double-matted 
95 Artist's Proofs: 

$40. unmattcd, $48. double-matted 



01995 by Randal Spangler. 



61995 by R.vndal Spangler. 





Untap all creatures that attacked ,l|iis 
turn. You may declare an additional 
attack during your main phase this turn, 



Powerful new cards like Relentless Assault bring V'/s/ows™ to the fore of 
>. Magic: TYie Gathering®. The epic story of Jamuraa continues with this 
f limited-edition expansion. Visions maximizes the strategies introduced 
in the Mirage”-' stftnd-alone and brings new power to any Magic deck. With 
innovative cards and evocative artwork,^ is the expansidrTTo see. 



wizards of the Coast® Customer Service: 206-624-0933 www. wizards. 






WIZARDS OF The Coast, Magics Tile Gathering, Visions, and Mirage, are trademai 
c1996 Wizards of the Coast, Ine. All rights reserved. 



Oh THE COAST’ 







